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TO 

JOSEPH MAZZINL 

Take, since you bade it should bear, 
These, of the seed of your sowing, 
Blossom or beny or weed. 
Sweet though they be not, or fair. 
That the dew of your word kept growing, 
Sweet at least was the seed. 

Men bring you love-offerings of tears, 
And sorrow the kiss that assuages. 
And slaves the hate-oifering of wrongs, 
And time the thanksgiving of years. 
And years the thanksgiving of ages ; 
I bring you my handful of songs. 

If a perfume be left, if a bloom, 
Let it live till Italia be risen, 
To be strewn in the dust of her car 
When her voice shall awake from the tomb 
England, and France from her prison. 
Sisters, a star by a star. 
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I bring you the sword of a song, 
The sword of my spirit's desire, 
Feeble ; but laid at your feet, 
That which was weak shall be strong, 
That which was cold shall take fire. 
That which was bitter be sweet 

It was wrought not with hands to smite, 

Nor hewn after swordsmiths' fashion, 

Nor tempered on anvil of steel ; 

But with visions and dreams of the night. 

But with hope, and the patience of passion, 

And the signet of love for a seal 

Be it witness, till one more strong. 
Till a loftier lyre, till a rarer 
Lute praise her better than I, 
Be it witness before you, my song. 
That I knew her, the world's banner-bearer. 
Who shall cry the republican cry. 

Yea, even she as at first. 

Yea, she alone and none other. 

Shall cast down, shall build up, shall bring home ^ 
Slake earth's hunger and thirst, 
Lighten, and lead as a mother ; 

First name of the world's names, Rome. 
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PRELUDK 

Between the green bud and the red 
Youth sat and sang by Time, and shed 

From eyes and tresses flowers and tears, 

From heart and spirit hopes and fears, 
Upon the hollow stream whose bed 

Is channelled by the foamless years ; 
And with the white the gold-haired head 

Mixed running locks, and in Time's ears 
Youth's dreams hung singing, and Time's tnith 
Was half not harsh in the ears of Youth. 

Between the bud and the blown flower 
Youth talked with joy and grief an hotu:, 
With footless joy and wingless grief 
And twin-bom faith and disbelief 
Who share the seasons to devour ; 
And long ere these made up their sheaf 

B 



PRELUDE. 

Felt the winds round him shake and shower 

The rose-red and the blood-red leaf, 
Delight whose germ grew never grain, 
And passion dyed in its own pain« 

Then he stood up, and trod to dust 
Fear and desire, mistrust and trust. 

And dreams of bitter sleep and sweet. 

And bound for sandals on his feet 
Knowledge and patience of what must 

And what things may be, in the heat 
And cold of years that rot and rust 

And alter ; and his spirit's meat 
Was freedom, and his staff was wrought 
Of strength, and his cloak woven of thought 

For what has he whose will sees clear 
To do with doubt and faith and fear, 

Swift hopes and slow despondencies ? 

His heart is equal with the sea's 
And with the sea-wind's, and his ear 

Is level to the speech of these. 
And his soul communes and takes cheer 

With the actual earth's equalities, 
Air, light, and night, hills, winds, and streams, 
And seeks not strength from strengthless dreams. 



PRELUDE. 

His soul is even with the sun 
Whose spirit and whose eye axe one, 

Who seeks not stars by day, nor light 

And heavy heat of day by night 
liim canr no God cast down, whom none 

Can lift in hope beyond the height 
Of fate and nature and things done 

By the calm rule of might and right 
That bids men be and bear and do, 
And die beneath blind skies or blue. 

To him the lights of even and mom 
Speak no vain things of love or scorn, 

Fancies and passions miscreate 

By man in things dispassionate. 
Nor holds he fellowship forlorn 

With souls that pray and hope and hate, 
And doubt they had better not been bom, 

And fain would lure or scare off fate 
And charm their doomsman from theu: doom 
And make fear dig its own false tomb. 

He builds not half of doubts and half 
Of dreams his own soul's cenotaph 
Whence hopes and fears with helpless eyes. 
Wrapt loose in cast-off cerecloths, rise 

B 2 



PRELUDE. 

And dance and wring their hands and laugh, 
And weep thin tears and sigh light sighs, 

And without living lips would quaff 
The living spring in man that lies, 

And drain his soul of faith and strength 

It might have lived on a life's length. 

He hath given himself and hath not sold 
To God for heaven or man for gold, 

Or grief for comfort that it gives. 

Or joy for griefs restoratives. 
He hath given himself to time, whose fold 

Shuts in the mortal flock that lives 
On its plain pasture's heat and cold 

And the equal year's alternatives. 
Earth, heaven, and time, death, life, and he, 
Endure while they shall be to be. 

" Yet between death and life are hours 
To flush with love and hide in flowers ; 

What profit save in these ?" men cry : 

" Ah, see, between soft earth and sky, 
What only good things here are ours !" 

They say, " what better wouldst thou try, 
What sweeter sing of? or what powers 

Serve, that will give thee ere thou die 



PRELUDE. 

More joy to sing and be less sad, 

More heart to play and grow more glad?" 

Play then and sing ; we too have played, 
We likewise, in that subtle shade. 

We too have twisted through our hair 

Such tendrils as the wild Loves wear, 
And heard what mirth the Maenads made, 

Till the wind blew our garlands bare 
And left their roses disarrayed, 

And smote the summer with strange air, 
And disengirdled and discrowned 
The limbs and locks that vine-wreaths bound. 

We too have tracked by star-proof trees 
The tempest of the Thyiades 
' Scare the loud night on hills that hid 

The blood-feasts of the Bassarid, 
Heard their song's iron cadences 

Fright the wolf hungering from the kid, 
Outroar the lion-throated seas, 

Outchide the north-wind if it chid. 
And hush the torrent-tongued ravines 
With thunders of their tambourines. 

But the fierce flute whose notes acclaim 
Dim goddesses of fiery fame. 



PRELUDE. 

Cymbal and clamorous kettledrum, 

Timbrels and tabrets, all are dumb 
That turned the high chill air to flame ; 

The singing tongues of fire are numb 
That called on Cotys by her name 

Edonian, till they felt her come 
And maddened, and her mystic face 
Lightened along the streams of Thrace. 

For Pleasure slumberless and pale, 
And Passion with rejected veil, 

Pass, and the tempest-footed throng 

Of hours that follow them with song 
Till their feet flag and voices fail. 

And lips that were so loud so long 
Learn silence, or a wearier wail ; 

So keen is change, and time so strong. 
To weave the robes of life and rend 
And weave again till life have end. 

But weak is change, but strengthless time, 
To take the light fi-om heaven, or climb 
The hills of heaven with wasting feet 
Songs they can stop that earth found meet, 
But the stars keep their ageless rhyme ; 
Flowers they can slay that spring thought sweet, 



PRELUDE. 

But the stars keep their spring sublime ; 

Passions and pleasures can defeat. 
Actions and agonies control, 
And life and death, but not the souL 

Because man's soul is man's God still, 
What wind soever waft his will 

Across the waves of day and night 

To port or shipwreck, left or right. 
By shores and shoals of good and ill ; 

And still its flame at mainmast height 
Through the rent air that foam-flakes fill 

Sustains the indomitable light 
Whence only man hath strength to steer 
Or helm to handle without fear. 

Save his own soul's light overhead, 
None leads him, and none ever led. 

Across birth's hidden harbour-bar, 

Past youth where shoreward shallows are, 
Through age that drives on toward the red 

Vast void of sunset hailed from far, 
To the equal waters of the dead ; 

Save his own soul he hath no star, 
And sinks, except his own soul guide, 
Helmless in middle turn of tide. 



8 PRELUDE. 

No blast of air or fire of sun 
Puts out the light whereby we run 

With girdled loins our lamplit race, 

And each from each takes heart of grace 
And spirit till his turn be done, 

And light of face from each man's face 
In whom the light of trust is one ; 

Since only souls that keep their place 
By their own light, and watch things roll, 
And stand, Ixave light for any souL 

A little time we gain from time 
To set our seasons in some chime. 

For harsh or sweet or loud or low. 

With seasons played out long ago 
And souls that in their time and prime 

Took part with summer or with snow, 
Lived abject lives out or sublime. 

And had their chance of seed to sow 
For service or disservice done 
To those days dead and this their son. 

A little time that we may fill 
Or with such good works or such ill 
As loose the bonds or make them strong 
Wherein all manhood sufi'ers wrong. 



PRELUDE. 

By rose-hung river and light-foot rill 
There are who rest not ; who think long 

Till they discern as from a hill 
At the sun's hour of morning song. 

Known of souls only, and those souls tree, 

The sacred snaces of the sea. 
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THE EVE OF REVOLUTION. 

I. 

The trampets of the four winds of the world 

From the ends of the earth blow battle; the night 
heaves, 
With breasts palpitating and wings refurled, 

With passion of couched limbs, as one who grieves 
Sleeping, and in her sleep she sees uncurled 

Dreams serpent-shapen, such as sickness weaves, 
Down the wild wind of vision caught and whirled, 
Dead leaves of sleep, thicker than autumn leaves. 
Shadows of storm-shaped things. 
Flights of dim tribes of kings. 
The reaping men that reap men for their sheaves, 
And, without grain to yield. 
Their scythe-swept harvest-field 
Thronged thick with men pursuing and fugitives, 
Dead foliage of the tree of sleep. 
Leaves blood-coloured and golden, blown fi-om deep to 
deep. 



THE EVE OF REVOLUTION. ii 

a. 

I hear the midnight on the mounlains cry 

With many tongues of thunders, and I hear 
Sound and resound the hollow shield of sky 

With trumpet-throated winds that charge and cheer, 
And through the roar of the hours that fighting fly, 

Through flight and fight and all the fluctuant iear, 
A sound sublimer tlian the heavens are high, 
A voice more instant than the winds are clear, 
Say to my spirit, " Take 
Thy trumpet too, and make 
A rall3dng music in the void night's ear, 
Till the storm lose its track. 
And all the night go back ; 
Till, as through sleep false life knows true life near. 
Thou know the morning through the night, 
And through the thunder silence, and through darkness 
Hght" 



I set the trumpet to my lips and blow. 

The height of night is shaken, the skies break, 
The winds and stars and waters come and go 

By fits of breath and light and sound, that wake 
As out of sleep, and perish as the show 

Built up of sleep, when all her strengths forsake 
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The sense-compelling spirit ; the depths glow, 

The heights flash, and the roots and summits shake 

Of earth in all her^jnountains, 

And the inner foamless fountains 
And wellsprings of her fast-bound forces quake ; 

Yea, the whole air of life 

Is set on Are of strife, 
Till change unmake things made and love remake ; 

Reason and love, whose names are one, 
Seeing reason is the sunlight shed from love tlie sun. 



The night is broken eastward ; is it day, 

Or but the watchfires trembling here and there, 
Like hopes on memory's devastated way. 

In moonless wastes of planet-stricken air? 
O many-childed mother great and grey, 

O multitudinous bosom, and breasts that bare 
Our fathers' generations, whereat lay 
The weanling peoples and the tribes that were. 
Whose new-bom mouths long dead 
Those ninefold nipples fed, 
Dim face with deathless eyes and withered hair, 
Fostress of obscure lands. 
Whose multipl)dng hands 
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Wove the world's web with divers races fisdr 
And cast it waif-wise on the stream, 
rhe waters of the centuries, where thou sat'st to dream ; 

5. 

O many-minded mother and visionary, 

Asia, that sawest their westering waters sweep 
With all the ships and spoils of time to carry 
And all the fears and hopes of life to keep, 
Thy vesture wrought of ages legendary- 
Hides usward thine impenetrable sleep. 
And thy veiled head, night's oldest tributary, 
We know not if it speak or smile or weep. 
But where for us began 
The first live light of man 
And first-bom fire of deeds to bum and leap, 
ITie first war fair as peace 
To shine and lighten Greece, 
And the first freedom moved upon the deep, 
God's breath upon the face of time 
Moving, a present spirit, seen of men sublime ; 

6. 

There where our east looks alwa3rs to thy west. 
Our mornings to thine evenings, Greece to thee. 

These lights that catch the mountains crest by crest 
Are they of stars or beacons that we see ? 



14 THE EVE OF REVOLUTION. 

Taygetus takes here the winds abreast, 

And there the sun resumes Thermopylae \ 
The light is Athens where those remnants rest, 
And Salamis the sea-wall of that sea. 
The grass men tread upon 
Is very Marathon, 
The leaves are of that dme-unstricken tree 
That storm nor sun can fret 
Nor wind, since she that set 
Made it her sign to men whose shield was she ; 
Here, as dead time his deathless things, 
Eurotas and Cephisus keep their sleepless springs. 



O hills of Crete, are these things dead ? O waves, 

O many-mouthed streams, are these springs dry ? 
Earth, dost thou feed and hide now none but slaves ? 

Heaven, hast thou heard of men that would not die ? 
Is the land thick with only such men's graves 

As were ashamed to look upon the sky ? 
Ye dead, whose name outfaces and outbraves 

Death, is the seed of such as you gone by ? 
Sea, have thy ports not heard 
Some Marathonian word 

Rise up to landward and to Godward jQy ? 
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No thunder, that the skies 
Sent not upon us, rise 
With fire and earthquake and a cleaving ay? 
Nay, light is here, and shall be light, 
Though all the face of the hour be overborne with night 



8. 



I set the trumpet to my lips and blow. 

The night is broken northward ; the pale plains 
And footless fields of sun-forgotten snow 

Feel through their creviced lips and iron veins 
Such quick breath labour and such clean blood flow 

As summer-stricken spring feels in her pains 
When dying May bears June, too young to know 
The fruit that waxes from the flower that wanes ; 
Strange tyrannies and vast. 
Tribes fi-ost-bound to their past, 
Lands that are loud all through their length with 
chains, 
Wastes where the wind's wings break, 
Displumed by daylong ache 
And anguish of blind snows and rack^blown rains, 
And ice that seals the White Sea's lips, 
Wliose monstrous weights crush flat the sides of shriek- 
ing ships ; 
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9- 

Horrible sights and sounds of the unreached pole, 

And shrill fierce climes of inconsolable air, 
Shining below the beamless aureole 

That hangs about the north-wind's hurtling hair, 
A comet-lighted lamp, sublime and sole 

Dawn of the dayless heaven where suns despair : 
Earth, skies, and waters, smitten into soul, 
Feel the hard veil that iron centmies wear 
Rent as with hands in sunder, 
Such hands as make the thunder 
And clothe with form all substance and strip bare : 
Shapes, shadows, sounds and lights 
Of their dead days and nights 
Take soul of life too keen for death to bear ; 
I^ife, conscience, forethought, will, desire, 
Flood men's inanimate eyes and dry-drawn hearts with 
fire. 

10. 

Light, light, and light ! to break and melt in sundei 
All clouds and chains that in one bondage bind 

Eyes, hands, and spirits, forged by fear and wonder 
And sleek fierce fraud with hidden knife behind ; 

There goes no fire from heaven before their thunder, 
Nor are the links not malleable that wind 
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Round the snared limbs and souls that ache thereunder ; 
The hands are mighty, were the head not blind. 
Priest is the staff of king, 
And chains and clouds one thing, 
And fettered flesh with devastated mind. 
Open thy soul to see, 
Slave, and thy feet are free ; 
Thy bonds and thy beliefs are one in kind, 
And of thy fears thine irons wrought 
Hang weights upon thee fashioned out of thine own 
thought 

n. 

O soul, O God, O glory of liberty. 

To night and day their lightning and their light t 
With heat of heart thou kindlest the quick sea, 

And the dead earth takes spirit from thy sight ; 
The natural body of things is warm with thee. 

And the world's weakness parcel of thy might ; 
Thou seest us feeble and forceless, fit to be 
Slaves of the years that drive us left and right, 
Drowned under hours like waves 
Wherethrough we row like slaves ; 
But if thy finger touch us, these take flight 
If but one sovereign word 
Of thy live lips be heard, 
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What man shall stop us, and what God shall smite ? 
Do thou but look in our dead eyes, 
They are stars that light each other till thy sundawn rise. 

12. 

Thou art the eye of this blind body of man, 

The tongue of this dumb people ; shalt thou not 
See, shalt thou speak not for them ? Time is wan 

And hope is weak with waiting, and swift thought 
Hath lost the wings at heel wherewith he ran. 

And on the red pit's edge sits down distraught 
To talk with death of days republican 
And dreams and fights long since dreamt out and fought; 
Of the last hope that drew 
To that red edge anew 
The firewhite faith of Poland without spot; 
Of the blind Russian might, 
And fire that is not light ; 
Of the green Rhipeland where thy spirit wrought ; 
But though time, hope, and memory tire. 
Canst thou wax dark as they do, thou whose light is fire? 

13. 

I set the trumpet to my lips and blow. 

The night is broken westward ; the wide sea 
That makes immortal motion to and fro 

From world's end unto world's end, and shall be 



THE EVE OF REVOLUTION. 19 

When nought now grafted of men's hands shall grow 

And as the weed in last year's waves are we 
Or spray the sea-wind shook a year ago 

From its sharp tresses down the storm to lee, 
The moving god that hides 
Time in its timeless tides 
Wherein time dead seems live eternity, 
That breaks and makes again 
Much mightier things than men, 
Doth it not hear change coming, or not see ? 
Are the deeps deaf and dead and blind, 
To catch no light or sound from landward of luankind ? 



14. 



O thou, clothed round with raiment of white waves, 

Thy brave brows lightening through the grey wet air. 
Thou, lulled with sea-sounds of a thousand caves. 

And lit with sea-shine to thine inland lair. 
Whose freedom clothed the naked souls of slaves 
And stripped the muffled souls of tyrants bare, 
O, by the centuries of thy glorious graves, 

By the live light of the earth that was thy care. 
Live, thou must not be dead. 
Live ; let thine arm^d head 
Lift itself up to sunward and the fair 

c 2 
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Daylight of time and mao. 
Thine head republican, 
With the same splendour on thine helmless hair 
That in his eyes kept up a light 
Who on thy glory gazed away their sacred sight ; 

Who loved and looked their sense to death on 

thee; 

Who taught thy lips imperishable things. 
And in thine ears outsang thy singing sea ; 

Who made thy foot firm on the necks of kings 

And thy soul somewhile steadfast — ^woe are we 

It was but for a while, and all the strings 

Were broken of thy spirit ; yet had he 

Set to such tunes and clothed it with such wings 

It seemed for his sole sake 

Impossible to break. 

And woundless of the worm that waits and stings, 

The golden-headed worm 

Made headless for a. term, 

The king-snake whose life kindles with the spring's, 

To breathe his soul upon her bloom, 

And while she marks not turn her temple to her 

tomb. 
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j6. 

By those eyes blinded and that heavenly head 

And the secluded soul adorable, 
O Milton's land, what ails thee to be dead ? 
Thine ears are yet sonorous with his shell 
That all the songs of all thy sea-line fed 

With motive sound of spring-tides at mid swell, 
And through thine heart his thought as blood is shed, 
Requickening thee with wisdom to do well ; 
Such sons were of thy womb, 
England, for love of whom 
Thy name is not yet writ with theirs that fell, 
But, till thou quite forget 
What were thy children, yet 
On the pale lips of hope is as a spell ; 

And Shelley's heart and Landor's mind 
Lit thee with latter watch-fires ; why wilt thou be blind ? 

Though all were else indiflferent, all that live 
Spiridess shapes of nations ; though time wait 

In vain on hope till these have help to give, 
And faith and love crawl famished from the gate; 

Canst thou sit shamed and self-contemplative 
With soulless eyes on thy secluded fate ? 
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Though time forgive them, thee shall he forgive 
Whose choice was in thine hand to be so great ? 

Who cast out of thy mind 

The passion of man's kind, 
And made thee and thine old name separate ? 

Now when time looks to see 

New names and old and thee 
Build up our one Republic state by state, 

England with France, and France with Spain, 
And Spain with sovereign Italy strike hands and feign. 



i8. 



O known and unknown fountain-heads that fill 

Our dear life-springs of England I O bright race 
Of streams and waters that bear witness still 

To the earth her sons were made of I O fair face 
Of England, watched of eyes death cannot kill, 
How should the soul that lit you for a space 
Fall through sick weakness of a broken will 
To the dead cold damnation of disgrace ? 
Such wind of memory stirs 
On all green hills of hers, 
Such breath of record from so high a place, 
From years whose tongues of flame 
Prophesied in her name 
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Her feet should keep truth's bright and burning trace, 
We needs must have her heart with us, 
Whose hearts are one with man's \ she must be dead or 
thus. 

19. 

Who is against us ? who is on our side ? 

Whose heart of all men's hearts is one with man's ? 
Where art thou that wast prophetess and bride, 

Wljen truth and thou trod under time and chance ? 
What latter light of what new hope shall guide 

Out of the snares of hell thy feet, O France ? 
What heel shall bruise these heads that hiss and glide, 
What wind blow out these fen-bom fires that dance 
Before thee to thy death? 
No light, no life, no breath. 
From thy dead eyes and lips shall take the trance, 
Till on that deadliest crime 
Reddening the feet of time 
Who treads through blood and passes, time shall glance 
Pardon, and Italy forgive* 
And Rome arise up whom thou slewest, and bid thee live. 

ao. 

I set the trumpet to my lips and blow. 

The night is broken southward; the springs run, 
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The daysprings and the watersprings that flow 

Forth with one will from where their source was one. 
Out of the might of morning : high and low. 
The hungering hills feed full upon the sun, 
The thirsting valleys drink of him and glow 
As a heart bums with some divine thing done. 
Or as blood bums again 
In the bruised heart of Spain, 
A rose renewed with red new life begun, 
Dragged down with thoms and briers, 
That puts forth buds like fires 
Till the whole tree take flower in unison. 

And prince that clogs and priest that clings 
Be cast as weeds upon the dunghill of dead things. 

31. 

Ah heaven, bow down, be nearer ! This is she, 

Italia, the world's wonder, the world's care. 
Free in her heart ere quite her hands be free, 

And lovelier than her loveliest robe of air. 
The earth hath voice, and speech is in the sea, 

Sounds of great joy, too beautiful to bear ; 
All things are glad because of her, but we 

Most glad, who loved her when the worst days were. 
O sweetest, fairest, first, 
O flower, when times were worst. 
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Thou hadst no stripe wherein we had no share. 
Have not our hearts held close, 
Kept fast the whole world's rose? 
Have we not worn thee at heart whom none would 
wear? 
First love and last love, light of lands. 
Shall we not touch thee full-blown with our lips and hands I 

O too much loved, what shall we say of thee ? 

What shall we make of our heart's burning fire. 
The passion in our lives that fain would be 
Made each a brand to pile into the pyre 
That shall bum up thy foemen, and set free 

The flame whence thy sun-shadowing wings aspire ? 
Love of our life, what more than men are we, 
That this our breath for thy sake should expire, 
For whom to joyous death 
Glad gods might yield their breath. 
Great gods drop down from heaven to serve for hire ? 
We are but men, are we. 
And thou art Italy \ 
What shall we do for thee with our desire ? 
What gift shall we deserve to give ? 
How shall we die to do thee service or how live? 
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The very thought in us how much we love thee 

Makes the throat sob with love and blinds the eye& 
How should love bear thee, to behold above thee 
His own light burning from reverberate skies ? 
They give thee light, but the light given them of thee 

Makes faint the wheeUng fires that fall and rise. 
AVhat love, what life, what death of man's should move 
thee, 
What face that lingers or what foot that flies ? 
It is not heaven that lights 
Thee with such days and nights. 
But thou that heaven is Ut from in such wise. 
O thou her dearest birth. 
Turn thee to lighten earth. 
Earth too that bore thee and yearns to thee and cries ; 
Stand up, shine, lighten, become flame. 
Till as the sun's name through all nations be thy name. 

24. 

I take the trumpet from my lips and smg* 

O life immeasurable and imminent love, 
And fear like winter leading hope like spring. 

Whose flower-bright brows the day-star sits above, 
Whose hand unweariable and untiring wing 

Strike music from a world that wailed and strove. 
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Each bright soul bom and every glorious thing. 
From very freedom to man's joy thereof, 
O time, O change and death, 
Whose now not hateful breath 
But gives the music swifter feet to move 
Through sharp remeasuring tones 
Of refluent antiphones 
More tender-tuned than heart or throat of dove, 
Soul into soul, song into song. 
Life changing into life, by la\9s that work not wrong ; 

O natural force in spirit and sense, that art 

One thing in all things, fruit of thine own fruit, 
O thought illimitable and infinite heart 

Whose blood is life in limbs indissolute 
That still keeps hurtless thine invisible part 

And inextirpable thy viewless root 
Whence all sweet shafts of green and each thy dart 
Of sharpening leaf and bud resundering shoot; 
Hills that the day-star hails, 
Heights that the first beam scales. 
And heights that souls outshining suns salute, 
Valleys for each mouth bom 
Free now of plenteous com. 
Waters and woodlands musical or mute ; 
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Free winds that brighten brows as free, 

And thunder and laughter and lightning of the sovereign 

sea; 

a6. 

Rivers and springs, and storms that seek your prey 

With strong wings ravening through the skies by nighf 
Spirits and stars that hold one choral way; 

O light of heaven, and thou the heavenlier light 
Aflame above the souls of men that sway 
All generations of all years with might ; 
O sunrise of the repossessing day, 
And sunrise of all-renovating right ; 
And thou, whose trackless foot 
Mocks hope's or fear's pursuit, 
Swift Revolution, changing depth with height; 
And thou, whose mouth makes one 
All songs that seek the sun, 
Serene Republic of a world made white ; 

Thou, Freedom, whence the soul's springs ran ; 
Praise earth for man's sake living, and for earth's sake man. 

27. 

Make yourselves wings, O tarrying feet of fate, 
And hidden hour that hast our hope to bear, 

A child-god, through the morning-coloured gate 
That lets love in upon the golden air, 
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Dead on whose threshold lies heart-broken hate. 

Dead discord, dead injustice, dead despair ; 
O love long looked for, wherefore wilt thou wait. 
And shew not yet the dawn on thy bright hair, 
Not yet thine hand released 
Refreshing the faint east, 
Thine hand reconquering heaven, to seat man there ? 
Come forth, be bom and live, 
Thou that hast help to give 
And light to make man's day of manhood fair : 
With flight outflying the sphered sun. 
Hasten thine hour and halt not, till thy work be done. 



r 
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A WATCH IN THE NIGHT. 

f. 

Watchman, what of the night?— 

Storm and thunder and rain, 

Lights that waver and wane, 
Leaving the watchfiires unlit 
Only the balefires are bright, 

And the flash of the lamps now and then 
From a palace where spoilers sit, 

Trampling the children of men. 

a. 

Prophet, what of the night ? — 

I stand by the verge of the sea, 

Banished, uncomforted, free, 
Hearing the noise of the waves 
And sudden flashes that smite 

Some man's tyrannous head. 
Thundering, heard among graves 

That hide the hosts of his dead. 
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3. 

Mourners, what of the night? — 

All night through without sleep 

We weep, and we weep, and we weep. 
Who shall give us our sons ? 
Beaks of raven and kite, 

Mouths of wolf and of hound. 
Give us them back whom the guns 

Shot for you dead on the ground. 

4. 
Dead men, what of the night? — 

Cannon and scaffold and sword. 

Horror of gibbet and cord. 
Mowed us as sheaves for the grave, 
Mowed us down for the right 

We do not grudge or repent 
Freely to freedom we gave 

Pledges, till life should be spent 

5- 
Statesman, what of the night ? — 

The night will last me my time. 

The gold on a crown or a crime 
Looks well enough yet by the lamps. 
Have we not fingers to write, 

Lips to swear at a need? 
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Then, when danger decamps, 
Biuy the word with the deed. 



Warrior, what of the night ? — 

Whether it be not or be 

Night, is as one thing to me. 
I for one, at the least, 
Ask not of dews if they blight, 

Ask not of flames if they slay, 
Ask not of prince or of priest 

How long ere we put them away* 

Master, what of the night ?— 

Child, night is not at all 

Anywhere, fallen or to fall, 
Save in oxa star-stricken eyes. 
Forth of om- eyes it takes flight, 

Look we but once nor before 
Nor behind us, but straight on the skies 

Night is not then any more. 

8. 

Exile, what of the night? — 
The tides and the hours run out, 
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The seasons of death and of doubt, 
The night-watches bitter and sore. 
In the quicksands leftward and right 

My feet sink down under me ; 
But I know the scents of the shore 

And the broad blown breaths of the sea. 



Captives, what of the night ? — 

It rains outside overhead 

Always, a rain that is red, 
And our faces are soiled with the rain. 
Here in the seasons* despite 

Day-time and night-time are one, 
Till the curse of the kings and the chain 

Break, and their toils be undone. 

10. 

Christian, what of the night ?-^ 

I cannot tell ; I am blind. 

1 halt and hearken behind 
If haply the hours will go back 
And return to the dear dead light. 

To the watchfires and stars that of old 
Shone where the sky now is black. 

Glowed where the earth now is cold. 
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XI. . 

High priest, what of the night ? — 
The night is horrible here 
With haggard faces and fear, 

Blood, and the burning of fire. 

Mine eyes are emptied of sight. 
Mine hands are full of the dust 

If the God of my faith be a liar. 
Who is it that I shall trust? 

Princes, what of the night ? — 
Night with pestilent breath 
Feeds us, children of death. 

Clothes us close with her gloom. 

Rapine and famine and fright 
Crouch at our feet and are fed. 

Earth where we pass is a tomb. 
Life where we triumph is dead 

13- 

Martyrs, what of the night? — 
Nay, is it night with you yet ? 
We, for our part, we forget 

What night was, if it were. 
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The loud red mouths of the fight 
Are silent and shut where wc are. 

In our eyes the tempestuous air 
Shines as the face of a star. 



14. 



England, what of the night? — 

Night is for slumber and sleep, 

Warm, no season to weep. 
Let me alone till the day. 
Sleep would I still if I might, 

Who have slept for two hundred years. 
Once I had honour, they say ; 

But slumber is sweeter than tears. 



15. 



France, what of the night ? — 
Night is the prostitute's noon. 
Kissed and drugged till she swoon, 

Spat upon, trod upon, whored. 

With bloodred rose-garlands dight, 
Round me reels in the dance 

Death, my saviour, my lord, 
Crowned ; there is no more France. 

D 2 
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i6. 

Italy, what of the night? — 

Ah, child, child, it is long ! 

Moonbeam and starbeam and song 
Leave it dumb now and dark. 
Yet I perceive on the height 

Eastward, not now very far, 
A song too loud for the lark, 

A light too strong for a star. 

17. 

Germany, what of the night ? — 
Ix)ng has it lulled me with dreams : 
Now at midwatch, as it seems, 

Light is brought back to mine eyes, 

And the mastery of old and the might 
Lives in the joints of mine hands. 

Steadies my Hmbs as they rise, 
Strengthens my foot as it stands. 

18. 

Europe, what of the night? — 
Ask of heaven, and the sea, 
And my babes on the bosom of me, 

Nations of mine, but ungrown. 
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There is one who shall surely requite 

All that endure or that err : 
She can answer alone : 

Ask not of me, but of her. 

19. 

liberty, what of the night ? — 

I feel not the red rains fall, 

Hear not the tempest at all. 
Nor thunder in heaven anv more. 
All the distance is white 

With the soundless feet of the sun. 
Night, with the woes that it wore. 

Night is over and aone. 
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By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept, 

Remembering thee, 
That for ages of agony hast endured, and slept. 

And wouldst not see. 

By the waters of Babylon we stood up and sang, 

Considering thee, 
That a blast of deliverance in the darkness rang, 

To set thee free. 

And with trumpets and thunderings and with morning song 

Came up the light ; 
And thy spirit uplifted thee to forget thy wrong 

As day doth night 

And thy sons were dejected not any more, as then 

When thou wast shamed ; 
When thy lovers went heavily without heart, as men 

Whose life was maimed. 
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In the desolate distances, with a great desire, 

For thy love's sake, 
With our hearts going back to thee, they were filled with fire, 

Were nigh to break. 

It was said to us : " Verily ye are great of heart, 

But ye shall bend ; 
Ye are bondsmen and bondswomen, to be scourged and 
smart, 

To toil and tend." 

And with harrows men harrowed us, and subdued with 
spears. 

And crushed with shame ; 
And the summer and winter was, and the length of years, 

And no change came. 

By the rivers of Italy, by the sacred streams. 

By town, by tower. 
There was feasting with revelling, there was sleep with 
dreams, 

Until thine hour. 

And they slept and they rioted on their rose-hung beds. 

With mouths on flame, 
And with love-locks vine-chapleted, and with rose- 
crowned heads 

And robes of shame. 
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And theyknewnot theirforefathers,northehillsandstreams 

And words of power, 
Nor the gods that were good to them, but with songs 
and dreams 

Filled up their hour. 

By the rivers of Italy, by the dry streams' beds, 

When thy time came, 
There was casting of crowns from them, from their young 
men's heads. 

The crowns of shame. 

By the horn of Eridanus, by the Tiber mouth, 

As thy day rose. 
They arose up and girded them to the north and south , 

By seas, by snows. 

As a water in January the frost confines, 

Thy kings bound thee ; 
As a water in April is, in the new-blown vines, 

Thy sons made free. 

And thy lovers that looked for thee, and that moiuiiecl 
from far. 

For thy sake dead. 
We rejoiced in the light of thee, m the signal star 

Above thine head. 
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In thy grief had we followed thee, in thy passion loved, 

Loved in thy loss ; 
In thy shame we stood fast to tliee, with thy pangs were 
moved, 

Clung to thy cross. 

By the hillside of Calvary we beheld thy blood. 

Thy bloodied tears. 
As a mother's in bitterness, an unebbing flood, 

Years upon years. 

And the north was Gethsemane, without leaf or bloom, 

A garden sealed ; 
And the south was Aceldama, for a sanguine fume 

Hid all the field. 

By the stone of the sepulchre we returned to weep. 

From far, from prison ; 
And the guards by it keeping it we beheld asleep. 

But thou wast risen. 

And an angel's similitude by the unsealed grave. 

And by the stone : 
And the voice was angelical, to whose words God gave 

Strength like his own. 
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" Lo, the graveclothes of Italy that are folded up 

In the grave's gloom ! 
And the guards as men wrought upon with a charmed 
cup, 

By the open tomb. 

" And her body most beautiful, and her shining head, 

These are not here ; 
For your mother, for Italy, is not surely dead : 

Have ye no fear. 

" As of old time she spake to you, and you hardly heard, 

Hardly took heed, 
So now also she saith to you, yet another word^ 

Who is risen indeed 

" By my saying she saith to you, in your ears she saith. 

Who hear these things. 
Put no trust in men's royalties, nor in great men's 
breath. 

Nor words of kings. 

" For the life of them vanishes and is no more seen. 

Nor no more known ; 
Nor shall any remember him if a crown hath been, 

Or where a throne. 
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" Unto each man his handiwork, unto each his crown, 

The just Fate gives ; 
Whoso takes the world's life on him and his own lays 
down, 

He, dying so, lives. 



** Whoso bears the whole heaviness of the wronged 
world's weight 

And puts it by. 
It is well with him suffering, though he face man's fate ; 

How should he die ? 

" Seeing death has no part in him any more, no power 

Upon his head ; 
He has bought his eternity with a little hour, 

And is not dead. 

" For an hoiu*, if ye look for him, he is no more found, 

For one hour's space ; 
Then ye lift up your eyes to him and behold him crowned, 

A deathless face. 

"On the mountains of memory, by the world's well- 
springs. 

In all men's eyes. 
Where the light of the life of him is on all past things. 
Death* only dies. 
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*' Not the light that was quenched for us, nor the deeds 
that were, 

Nor the ancient days, 
Nor the sorrows not sorrowful, nor the face most fair 

Of perfect praise." 

So the angel of Italy's resurrection said, 

So yet he saith ; 
So the son of her suffering, that from breasts nigh dead 

Drew life, not death. 

That the pavement of Golgotha should be white as snow 

Not red, but white ; 
That the waters of Babylon should no longer fiow. 

Ana men see light 
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THE HALT BEFORE ROME. 
September, 1867. 

Is it so, that the sword is broken, 

Our sword, that was halfway drawn? 
Is it so, that the light was a spark, 
That the bird we hailed as the lark 
Sang in her sleep in the dark, 
And the song we took for a token 
Bore false witness of dawn ? 

Spread in the sight of the lion. 

Surely, we said, is the net 
Spread but in vain, and the snare 
Vain ; for the light is aware, 
And the common, the chainless air, 
Of his coming whom all we cry on ; 

Surely in vain is it set 

Surely the day is on our side. 
And heaven, and the sacred sun ; 
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Surely the stars, and the bright 
Immemorial inscrutable night : 
Yea, the darkness, because of our light. 
Is no darkness, but blooms as a bower-side 
When the winter is over and done ; 

Blooms underfoot with young grasses 

Green, and with leaves overhead, 
Windfiowers white, and the low 
New-dropped blossoms of snow ; 
And or ever the May winds blow, 
And or ever the March wind passes, 
Flames with anemones red. 

We are here in the world's bower-garden. 

We that have watched out the snow. 
Surely the fruitfuller showers. 
The splendider sunbeams are ours ; 
Shall winter return on the flowers, 
And the frost after April harden, 
And the fountains in May not flow? 

We have in our hands the shining 

And the fire in our hearts of a star. 
Who are we that our tongues should palter, 
Hearts bow down, hands falter. 
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Who are clothed as with flame from the altar, 
That the kings of the earth, repining, 
Far off, watch from afar ? 

Woe is ours if we doubt or dissemble, 

Woe, if our hearts not abide. 
Are our chiefs not among us, we said, 
Great chiefs, living and dead. 
To lead us glad to be led ? 
For whose sake, if a man of us tremble, 

He shall not be on our side. 

What matter if these lands tarry. 

That tarried (we said) not of old ? 
France, made drunken by fate, 
England, that bore up the weight 
Once of men's freedom, a freight 
Holy, but heavy to carry 

For hands overflowing with gold. 

Though this be lame, and the other 

Fleet, but blind from the sun. 
And the race be no more to these, 
Alas ! nor the palm to seize. 
Who are weary and hungry of ease. 
Yet, O Freedom, we said, O our mother, 

Is there not left to thee one ? 
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Is tbere not left of thy daughters, 
Is there not one to thine hand ? 
Fairer than these, and of fame 
Higher from of old by her name ; 
Washed in her tears, and in flame 
Bathed as in baptism of waters, 
Unto all men a chosen land. 

Her hope in her heart was broken, 
Fire was upon her, and clomb, 

Hiding her, high as her head ; 

And the world went past her, and said 

(We heard it say) she was dead ; 

And now, behold, she hath spoken, 
She that was dead, saying, " Rome." 

O mother of all men's nations. 

Thou knowest if the deaf world heard 1 
Heard not now to her lowest 
Depths, where the strong blood slowest 
Beats at her bosom, thou knowest. 
In her toils, in her dim tribulations. 
Rejoiced not, hearing the word. 

The sorrowful, bound unto sorrow, 

The woe-worn people, and all 
That of old were discomforted. 
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And men that famish for bread. 
And men that mourn for their dead, 
She bade them be glad on the morrow, 
Who endured in the day of her thralL 

The blind, and the people in prison, 

Souls without hope, without home, 
How glad were they all that heard ! 
When the winged white flame of the word 
Passed over men's dust, and stirred 
Death ; for Italia was risen, 

And risen her light upon Rome. 

The light of her sword in the gateway 

Shone, an unquenchable flame. 
Bloodless, a sword to release, 
A light from the eyes of peace. 
To bid grief utterly cease, 
And the wrong of the old world straightway 

Pass from the face of her fame : 

Hers, whom we turn to and cry on, 

Italy, mother of men : 
From the light of the face of her glory. 
At the sound of the storm of her story, 
That the sanguine shadows and hoaiy 

E 
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Should flee from the foot of the lion, 
Lion-like, forth of his den. 

As the answering of thunder to thunder 

Is the storm-beaten sound of her past ; 
As the calling of sea unto sea 
Is the noise of her years yet to be ; 
For this ye knew not is she, 
Whose bonds are broken in sunder ; 
This is she at the last. 

So spake we aloud, high-minded, 
Full of our will ; and behold, 
The speech that was halfway spoken 
Breaks, as a pledge that is broken, 
As a king's pledge, leaving in token 
Grief only for high hopes blinded, 
New grief grafted on old. 

We halt by the walls of the city. 
Within sound of the clash of her chain. 

Hearing, we know that in there 

The lioness chafes in her lair. 

Shakes the storm of her hair. 

Struggles in hands without pity. 
Roars to the lion in vain. 



THE HALT BEFORE ROME. 51 

Whose hand is stretched forth upon her? 

Whose curb is white with her foam ? 
Clothed with the cloud of his deeds, 
Swathed in the shroud of his creeds, 
Who is this that has trapped her and leads, 
Who turns to despair and dishonour 

Her name, her name that was Rome ? 

Over fields without harvest or culture, 

Over hordes without honour or love. 
Over nations that groan with their kings, 
As an imminent pestilence flings 
Swift death firom her shadowing wings. 
So he, who hath claws as a vulture. 

Plumage and beak as a dove. 

He saith, '^ I am pilot and haven. 

Light and redemption I am 
Unto souls overlaboured," he saith ; 
And to all men the blast of his breath 
Is a savour of death unto death ; 
And the Dove of his worship a raven, 

And a wolf-cub the life-giving Lamb. 

He calls his sheep as a shepherd. 
Calls from the wilderness home, 

£ 2 
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" Come unto me and be fed," 
To feed them with ashes for bread 
And grass from the graves of the dead. 
Leaps on the fold as a leopard, 
Slays, and says, '' I am Rome." 

Rome, having rent her in sunder, 
With the clasp of an adder he clasps ; 

Swift to shed blood are his feet, 
• And his lips, that have man for their meat. 

Smoother than oil, and more sweet 

Than honey, but hidden thereunder 
Festers the poison of asps. 

As swords are his tender mercies. 
His kisses as mortal stings ; 

Under his hallowing hands 

Life dies down in all lands ; 

Kings pray to him, prone where he stands, 

And his blessings, as other men's curses, 
Disanoint where they consecrate kings. 

With an oil of unclean consecration, 

* 

With efiusion of blood and of tears, 
With uplifting of cross and of keys, 
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Priest, though thou hallow us these, 
Yet even as they cling to thy knees 
Nation awakens by nation, 
King by king disappears. 

How shall the spirit be loyal 
To the shell of a spiritless thing ? 

Erred once, in only a word, 

The sweet great song that we heard 

Poured upon Tuscany, erred. 

Calling a crowned man royal 
That was no more than a king. 

Sea-eagle of English feather, 

A song-bird beautiful-souled, 
She knew not them that she sang ; 
The golden trumpet that rang 
From Florence, in vain for them, sprang 
As a note in the nightingales' weather 

Far over Fiesole rolled. 

She saw not— happy, not seeing — 

Saw not as we with her eyes 
Aspromonte ; she felt 
Never the heart in her melt 
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As in us when the news was dealt 
Melted all hope out of being, 
Dropped all dawn from the skies. 

In that weary funereal season, 

In that heart-stricken grief-ridden time, 
The weight of a king and the worth, 
With anger and sorrowful mirth. 
We weighed in the balance of earth, 
And light was his word as a treason. 
And neavy his crown as a crime. 

Banners of kings shall ye follow 

None, and have thrones on your side 

None ; ye shall gather and grow 

Silently, row upon row, 

Chosen of Freedom to go 

Gladly where darkness may swallow, 
Gladly where death may divide. 

Have we not men with us royal. 
Men the masters of things ? 

In the days when our life is made new. 

All souls perfect and true 

Shall adore whom their forefathers slew ; 

And these indeed shall be loyal, 
And those indeed shall be kings. 
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Yet for a space they abide with us, 

Yet for a little they stand, 
Bearing the heat of the day. 
When their presence is taken away, 
We shall wonder and worship, and say, 
'* Was not a star on our side with us ? 

Was not a God at our hand ?" 

These, O men, shall ye honour, 

Liberty only, and these. 
For thy sake and for all men's and mine, 
Brother, the crowns of them shine 
Lighting the way to her shrine, 
That our eyes may be fastened upon her, 

That our hands may encompass her knees. 

In this day is the sign of her shown to you ; 

Choose ye, to live or to die. 
Now is her harvest in hand ; 
Now is her light in the land ; 
Choose ye, to sink or to stand. 
For the might of her strength is made known to you 

Now, and her arm is on high. 

Serve not for any man's wages, 
Pleasure nor glory nor gold \ 
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Not by her side are they won 
Who saith unto each of you, " Son, 
Silver and gold have I none ; 
I give but the love of all ages, 
And the life of my people of old." 

Fear not for any man's terrors ; 

Wait not for any man's word ; 
Patiently, each in his place. 
Gird up your loins to the race ; 
Following the ptint of her pace, 
Purged of desires and of errors, 

March to the tune ye have heard. 

March to the tune of the voice of her, 
Breathing the balm of her breath, 

Loving the light of her skies. 

Blessed is he on whose eyes 

Dawns but her light as he dies ; 

Blessed are ye that make choice of her, 
Equal to life and to death. 

Ye that when faith is nigh frozen, 
Ye that when hope is nigh gone. 
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Still, over wastes, over waves, 
Still, among wrecks, among graves, 
Follow the splendour that saves, 
Happy, her children, her chosen, 
Loyally led of her on. 

The sheep of the priests, and the cattle 
That feed in the penfolds of kings. 

Sleek is their flock and well-fed ; 

Hardly she giveth you bread, 

Hardly a rest for the head. 

Till the day of the blast of the battie 
And the storm of the wind of her wings. 

Ye that have joy in your living, 

Ye that are careful to live, 
You her thunders go by : 
Live, let men be, let them lie, . 
Serve your season, and die ; 
Gifts have your masters for giving. 

Gifts hath not Freedom to give ; 

She, without shelter or station, 

She, beyond limit or bar. 
Urges to slumberless speed 
Armies that famish, that bleed, 
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Sowing their lives for her seed, 
That their dust may rebuild her a nation, 
That their souls may relight her a star. 

Happy are all they that follow her ; 

Them shall no trouble cast down ; 
Though she slay them, yet shall they trust in her, 
For unsure there is nought nor unjust in her. 
Blemish is none, neither rust in her ; 
Though it threaten, the night shall not swallow her, 

Tempest and storm shall not drown. 

Hither, O strangers, that ciy for her, 

Holding your Uves in your hands, 
Hither, for here is your light. 
Where Italy is, and her might ; 
Strength shall be given you to fight, 
Grace shall be given you to die for her, 

For the flower, for the lady of lands ; 

Turn ye, whose anguish oppressing you 

Crushes, asleep and awake. 
For the wrong which is wrought as of yore ; 
That Italia may give of her store. 
Having these things to give and no more ; 
Only her hands on you, blessing you ; 

Only a pang for her sake ; 
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Only her bosom to die on ; 

Only her heart for a home, 
And a name with her children to be 
From Calabrian to Adrian sea 
Famous in cities made free 
That ring to the roar of the lion 

Proclaiming republican Rome. 
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MENTANA : FIRST ANNIVERSARY. 

At the time when the stars are grey, 
And tlie gold of the molten moon 

Fades, and tht twilight is thinned, 

And the sun leaps up, and the wind, 

A light rose, not of the day, 
A stronger light than of noon. 

As the light of a face much loved 
Was the face of the light that clomb ; 

As a mother's whitened with woes 

Her adorable head that arose ; 

As the sound of a god that is moved. 
Her voice went forth upon Rome. 

At her lips it fluttered and failed 

Twice, and sobbed into song. 
And sank as a flame sinks under ; 
Then spake, and the speech was thunder. 
And the cheek as he heard it paled 

Of the wrongdoer grown grey with the wrong. 
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'* Is it time, is it time appointed, 

Angel of time, is it near? 
For the spent night aches into day 
When the kings shall slay not or pray, 
iVad the high-priest, accursed and anointed. 

Sickens to deathward with fear. 

" For the bones of my slain are stirred, 
And the seed of my earth in her womb 

Moves as the heart of a bud 

Beating with odorous blood 

To the tune of the loud first bird 
Bums and yearns into bloom. 

" I lay my hand on her bosom, 
My hand on the heart of my earth. 

And I feel as with shiver and sob 

The triumphant heart in her throb, 

The dead petals dilate into blossom, 
The divine blood beat into birth. 

"O my earth, are the springs in thee dry? 

O sweet, is thy body a tomb ? 
Nay, springs out of springs derive. 
And summers from summers alive. 
And the living from them that die ; 

No tomb is here, but a womb. 
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** O manifold womb and divine, 
Give me fruit of my children, give I 

I have given thee my dew for thy root, 

Give thou me for my mouth of thy fruit ; 

Thine are the dead that are mine, 
And mine are thy sons that live. 

" O goodly children, O strong 

Italian spirits, that wear 
My glories as garments about you. 
Could time or the world misdoubt you, 
Behold, in disproof of the wrong. 

The field of the grave-pits there. 

" And ye that fell upon sleep, 

We have you too with us yet 
Fairer than life or than youth 
Is this, to die for the truth : 
No death can sink you so deep 

As their graves whom their brethren forget 

" Were not your pains as my pains ? 

As my name are your names not divine ? 
Was not the light in your eyes 
Mine, the light of my skies. 
And the sweet shed blood of your veins, 

O my beautiful martyrs, mine ? 
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** Of mine earth were your dear limbs made, 
Of mine air was your sweet life's breath \ 

At the breasts of my love ye were fed, 

my children, my chosen, my dead. 

At my breasts where again ye are laid, 
At the old mother's bosom, in death. 

"But ye that live, O their brothers, 

Be ye to me as they were ; 
Give me, my children that live, 
What these dead grudged not to give, 
Who alive were sons of your mother's, 

Whose lips drew breath of your air. 

"Till darkness by dawn be cloven, 
Let youth's self mourn and abstain ; 

And love's self find not an hour. 

And spring's self wear not a flower. 

And Lycoris, with hair unenwoven. 
Hail back to the banquet in vain. 

"So sooner and surer the glory 

That is not with us shall be. 
And stronger the hands that smite 
The heads of the sons of night. 
And the sound throughout earth of our story 

Give all men heart to be free." 
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BLESSED AMONG WOMEN. 

To THI SlONORA CaIROLI. 
I. 

Blessed was she that bare. 

Hidden in flesh most fair, 
For all men's sake the likeness of all love ; 

Holy that virgin's womb, 

The old record saith, on whom 
The glory of God alighted as a dove ; 

Blessed, who brought to gracious birth 
The sweet-souled Saviour of a man-tormented earth. 

2. 

^ But foiu: times art thou blest, 

At whose most holy breast 
Four times a godlike soldier-saviour hung ; 

And thence a fourfold Christ 

Given to be sacrificed 
To the same cross as the same bosom climg ; 

Poured the same blood, to leave the same 
Light on the many-folded mountain-skirts of fame. 
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3- 

Shall they and thou not live, 

The children thou didst give 
Forth of thine hands, a godlike gift, to death. 

Through fire of death to pass 

For her high sake that was 
Thine and their mother, that gave all you breath? 

Shall ye not live till time drop dead, 
O mother, and each her children's consecrated head ? 

4- 

Many brought gifts to take 

For her love's supreme sake, 
Life and life's love, pleasure and praise and rest. 

And went forth bare ; but thou. 

So much once richer, and now 
Poorer than all these, more than these be blest ; 

Poorer so much, by so much given. 

Than who gives earth for heaven's sake, not for earth's 

sake heaven. 

5. 

Somewhat could each soul save. 
What thing soever it gave, 
But thine, mother, what has thy soul kept back? 
None of thine all, not one. 
To serve thee and be thy son, 

9 
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Feed with love all thy days, lest one day lack ; 

All thy whole life's love, thine heart's whole, 
Thou hast given as who gives gladly, O thou the supreme 
soul. 

6. 

The heart's pure flesh and blood, 

The heaven thy motherhood, 
The live lips, the live eyes, that lived on thee ; 
♦ The hands that clove with sweet 

Blind clutch to thine, the feet 
That felt on earth their first way to thy knee ; 

The little laughter of mouths milk-fed. 
Now open again to feed on dust among the dead ; 

7- 

The fair, strong, young men's strength, 

Light of life-days and length. 
And glory of earth seen under and stars above, 

And years that bring to tame 

Now the wild falcon fame. 
Now, to stroke smooth, the dove-white breast of love ; 

The life unlived, the unsown seeds. 
Suns unbeholden, songs unsung, and undone deeds. 

8. 

Therefore shall man's love be 
As an own son to thee. 
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And the world's worship of thee for a child ; 

All thine own land as one 

New-bom, a nursing son, 
All thine own people a new birth undefiled ; 

And all the unborn Italian time, 
And all its glory, and all its works, thy seed sublime. 



That henceforth no man's breath, 

Saying " Italy," but saith 
In that most sovereign word thine equal name ; 

Nor can one speak of thee 

But he saith " Italy," 
Seeing in two suns one co-eternal flame ; 

One heat, one heaven, one heart, one fire. 
One light, one love, one benediction, one desire. 

TO. 

Blest above praise and prayer 

And incense of men's air. 
Thy place is higher than where such voices rise 

As in men's temples make 

Music for some vain sake. 
This God's or that God's, in one weary wise ; 

Thee the soul silent, the shut heart, 
The locked lips of the. spirit praise thee that thou art 

F 2 
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II. 

Yea, for man's whole life's length, 
And with man's whole soul's strength, 

We praise thee, O holy, and bless thee, O mother ol 
lights ; 

And send forth as on wings 
The world's heart's thanksgivings. 

Song-birds to sing thy days through and thy nights ; 
And wrap thee around and arch thee above 

With the air of benediction and the heaven of love. 

I a. 

And toward thee our unbreathed words 

Fly speechless, winged as birds, 
As the Indian flock, children of Paradise, 

The winged things without feet. 

Fed with God's dew for meat. 
That live in the air and light of the utter skies ; 

So fleet, so fl3ring a footless flight. 
With wings for feet love seeks thee, to partake thy sight. 

13. 

Love like a clear sky spread 

Bends over thy loved head. 

As a new heaven bends over a new-bom earth. 
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When the old night's womb is great 

With young stars passionate 
And fair new planets fiery-fresh from birth ; 

And moon-white here, there hot like Mars, 
Souls that axe worlds shine on thee, spirits that are stars. 

14. 

Till the whole sky bums through 
With heaven's own heart-deep hue, 

With passion-coloured glories of lit souls ; 
And thine above all names 
Writ highest with lettering flames 

Lightens, and all the old starriest aiu-eoles 

And all the old holiest memories wane. 

And the old names of love's chosen, found in thy sight 
vain. 

15. 

And crowned heads are discrowned. 

And stars sink without sound. 
And love's self for thy love's sake waxes pale ; 

Seeing from his storied skies 

In what new reverent wise 
Thee Rome's most highest, her sovereign daughters, hail ; 

Thee Portia, thee Veturia grey, 
rhee Arria, thee Cornelia, Roman more than they. 
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1 6. 

Even all these as all we 

Subdue themselves to thee, 
Bow their heads haloed, quench their fiery fame ; 

Seen through dim years divine, 

Their faint Hghts feminine 
Sink, then spring up rekindled from thy flame ; 

Fade, then reflower and reillume 
From thy fresh spring their wintering age with new-blown 
bloom. 

17- 

To thy much holier head 

Even theirs, the holy and dead. 
Bow themselves each one firom her heavenward height ; 

Each in her shining turn. 

All tremble toward thee and yearn 
To melt in thine their consummated light ; 

Till from day's Capitolian dome 
One glory of many glories lighten upon Rome. 

1 8. 

Hush thyself, song, and cease, 
Close, lips, and hold your peace ; 
What help hast thou, what part have ye herein ? 
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But you, with sweet shut eyes, 

Heart-hidden memories, 
Dreams and dumb thoughts that keep what things have 
been 

Silent, and pure of all words said. 
Praise without song the living, without dirge the dead. 

19. 

Thou, strengthless in these things. 

Song, fold thy feebler wings, 
And as a pilgrim go forth girt and shod, 

And where the new graves are, 

And where the sunset star, 
To the pure spirit of man that men call God, 

To the high soul of things, that is 
Made of men's heavenlier hopes and mightier memories \ 

20. 

To the elements that make 

For the soul's living sake 
This raiment of dead things, of shadow and trance, 

That give us chance and time 

Wherein to aspire and climb 
And set our life's work higher than time or chance ; 

The old sacred elements, that give 
The breatli of life to days that die, to deeds that live \ 
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ai. 

To them, veiled gods and great, 

There bow thee and dedicate 
The speechless spirit in these thy weak words hidden ; 

And mix thy reverent breath 

With holier air of death, 
At the high feast of sorrow a guest unbidden, 

Till with divine triumphal tears 
Thou fill men's eyes who listen with a heart that hears. 
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THE LITANY OF NATIONS. 

fia TOf fia Fa, j3odv 
^ofitpbv dirdrpitre. 

.£scH. Supp. 890. 

CHORUS. 

If with voice of words or prayers thy sons may reach 
thee, 

We thy latter sons, the men thine after-birth. 

We the children of thy grey-grown age, O Earth, 
O our mother everlasting, we beseech thee, 
By the sealed and secret ages of thy life ; 

By the darkness wherein grew thy sacred forces ; 

By the songs of stars thy sisters in their courses ; 
By thine own song hoarse and hollow and shrill with 

strife; 
By thy voice distuned and marred of modulation ; 

By the discord of thy measure's march with theirs ; 

By the beauties of thy bosom, and the cares ; 
By thy glory of growth, and splendour of thy station ; 
By the shame of men thy children, and the pride ; 
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By the pale-cheeked hope that sleeps and weeps and 
passes, 

As the grey dew from the morning mountain-grasses ; 
By the white-lipped sightless memories that abide ; 
By the silence and the somid of many sorrows ; 

By the joys that leapt up living and fell dead ; 

By the veil that hides thy hands and breasts and head. 
Wrought of divers-coloured days and nights and mor- 



rows; 



Isis, thou that knowest of God what worlds are worth, 
Thou the ghost of God, the mother uncreated. 
Soul for whom the floating forceless ages waited 

As our forceless fancies wait on thee, O Earth ; 

Thou the body and soul, the father-God and mother, 
If at all it move thee, knowing of all things done 
Here where evil things and good things are not one. 

But Uieir faces are as flre against each other ; 

By thy morning and thine evening, night and day ; 
By tlie first white light th^t stirs and strives and hovers 
As a bird above the brood her bosom covers, 

By the sweet last star that takes the westward way > 

By the night whose feet are shod with snow or thunder, 
Fledged with plumes of storm, or soundless as the dew ; 
By the vesture bound of many-folded blue 

Round her breathless breasts, and all the woven wonder ; 

By the golden-growing eastern stream of sea ; 
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By the sounds of sunrise moving in the mountains ; 
By the forces of the floods and unsealed fountains ; 
Thou that badest man be bom, bid man be free. 

GREECE. 

I am she that made thee lovely with my beauty 

From north to south : 
Mine, the fairest lips, took first the fire of duty 

From thine own mouth. 
Mine, the fairest eyes, sought first thy laws and knew 
them 

Truths undefiled ; 
Mine, the fairest hands, took fireedom first into them, 

A weanling child. 
By my light, now he lies sleeping, seen above him 

Where none sees other ; 
By my dead tliat loved and living men that love him ; 

(Cho.) Hear us, O mother. 

ITALY. 

I am she that was the light of thee enkindled 

When Greece grew dim ; 
She whose life grew up with man's free life, and dwindled 

With wane of him. 
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She that once by sword and once by word imperial 

Struck bright thy gloom ; 
And a third time, casting ofif these years funereal, 

Shall burst thy tomb. 
By that bond 'twixt thee and me whereat affrighted 

Thy tyrants fear us ; 
By that hope and this remembrance reunited ; 

{Cho,) O mother,' hear us. 

SPAIN. 

I am she that set my seal upon the nameless 

West worlds of seas ; 
And my sons as brides took unto them the tameless 

Hesperides. 
Till my sins and sons through sinless lands dispersed. 

With red flame shod, 
Made accurst the name of man, and thrice accursdd 

The name of God. 
Lest for those past fires the fires of my repentance 

HelFs fume yet smother, 
Now my blood would buy remission of my sentence ; 

{Cho.) Hear us, O mother. 

FRANCE. 

I am she that was thy sign and standard-bearer. 
Thy voice and cry ; 
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She that washed thee with her blood and left thee fairer, 

The same was I. 
Were not these the hands that raised thee fallen and fed 
thee, 

These hands defiled ? 
Was not I thy tongue that spake, thine eye that led thee, 

Not I thy child ? 
By the darkness on our dreams, and the dead errors 

Of dead times near us ; 
By the hopes that hang around thee, and the terrors ; 

{Cho.) O mother, hear us. 

RUSSIA. 

I am she whose hands are strong and her eyes blinded 

And lips athirst 
Till upon the night of nations many-minded 

One bright day burst : 
Till the myriad stars be molten into one light, 

And that light thine ; 
Till the soul of man be parcel of the sunlight, 

And thine of mine. 
By the snows that blanch not him nor cleanse from 
slaughter 

Who slays his brother; 
By the stains and by the chains on me thy daughter; 

{Cho,) Hear us, O mother 
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SWITZERLAND. 

I am she that shews on mighty limbs and maiden 

Nor chain nor stain ; 
For what blood can touch these hands with gold im- 
laden, 

These feet what chain ? 
By the surf of spears one shieldless bosom breasted 

And was my shield, 
Till the plume-plucked Austrian vulture-heads twm 

crested 

Twice drenched the field ; 
By the snows and souls untrampled and untroubled 

That shine to cheer us, 
Light of those to these responsive and redoubled; 

{Cho) O mother, hear us. 

GERMANY. 

I am she beside whose forest-hidden fountains 

Slept freedom armed, 
By the magic bom to music in my mountains 

Heart-chained and charmed. 
By those days the very dream whereof delivers 

My soul from wrong ; 
By the sounds that make of all my ringing rivers 

None knows what song ; 
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By the many tribes and names of my division 

One from another ; 
By the angle eye of sun-compelling vision ; 

(Cho,) Hear us, O mother. 

ENGLAND. 

I am she that was and was not of thy chosen. 

Free, and not free \ 
She that fed thy springs, till now her springs are frozen ; 

Yet I am she. 
By the sea that clothed and sun that saw me splendid 

And fame that crowned, 
By the song-fires and the sword-fires mixed and blended 

That robed me round ; 
By the star that Milton's soul for Shelley's lighted, 

Whose rays insphere us ; 
By the beacon-bright Republic far-off sighted ; 

(Cho^ O mother, hear us. 

CHORUS. 

Turn away from us the cross-blown blasts of enor. 

That drown each other ; 
Turn away the fearful cry, the loud-tongued terror, 

O Earth, O mother. 
Turn away their eyes who track, their hearts who follow, 

The pathless past ; 
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Shew the soul of man, as summer shews the swallow. 

The way at last 
By the sloth of men that all too long endure men 

On man to tread ; 
By the cry of men, the bitter cry of poor men 

That faint for bread ; 
By the blood-sweat of the people in the garden 

Inwalled of kings ; 
By his passion interceding for their pardon 

Who do these things ; 
By the sightless souls and fleshless limbs that labour 

For not their fruit ; 
By the foodless mouth with foodless heart for neighbour. 

That, mad, is mute ; 
By the child that famine eats as worms the blossom 

—Ah God, the child ! 
By the milkless lips that strain the bloodless bosom 

Till woe runs wild ; 
By the pastures that give grass to feed the lamb in, 

Where men lack meat ; 
By the cities clad with gold and shame and famine ; 

By field and street ; 
By the people, by the poor man, by the master 

That men call slave ; 
By the cross-winds of defeat and of disaster, 

By wreck, by wave ; 
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By the helm that keeps us still to sunwards driving, 

Still eastward bound, 
Till, as night-watch ends, day bum on eyes reviving, 

And land be found : 
We thy children, that arraign not nor impeach thee 

Though no star steer us, 
By the waves that wash the morning we beseech thet 

O mother, hear us. 
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HERTHA. 

I AM that which began ; 

Out of me the years roll ; 
Out of me God and man : 
I am equal and whole ; 
God changes, and man, and the form of tliem bodily ; I 
am the soul. 

Before ever land was, 
Before ever the sea. 
Or soft hair of the grass. 
Or fair limbs of the tree, 
Or the jflesh-coloured fruit of my branches, I was, and 
thy soul was in me. 

First life on my sources 

First drifted and swam ; 
Out of me are the forces 
That save it or damn ; 
Out of me man and woman, and wild-beast and bird ; 
before God was, I am. 



HERTHA. 
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Beside or above me 

Nought is there to go ; 
Love or unlove me, 
Unknow me or know, 
I am that which unloves me and loves ; I am stricken, 
and I am the blow. 



I the mark that is missed 

And the arrfSws that miss, 
I the mouth that is kissed 
And the breath in the kiss, 
The search, and the sought, and the seeker, the soul and 
the body that is. 

I am that thing which blesses 

My spirit elate ; 
That which caresses 
With hands uncreate 
My limbs tmbegotten that measure the length of the 
measure of fate. 

But what thing dost thou now, 

Looking Godward, to ciy 
" I am I, thou art thou, 
I am low, thou art high" ? 
I am thou, whom thou seekest to find him ; find thou but 
thyself, thou art I, 
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I the grain and the furrow, 
The plough-cloven clod 
And the ploughshare drawn thorough, 
The germ and the sod, 
The deed and the doer, the seed and the sower, the dust 
which is God. 

Hast thou known how I fashioned thee, 

Child, underground ? 
Fire that impassioned thee. 
Iron that bound. 
Dim changes of water, what thing of all these hast thoc 
known of or found ? 

Canst thou say in thine heart 

Thou hast seen with thine eyes 
With what cimning of art 

Thou wast wrought in what wise, 
By what force of what stuff thou wast shapen, and showi 
on my breast to the skies ? 

Who hath given, who hath sold it thee, 

Knowledge of me ? 
Hath the wilderness told it thee ? 
Hast thou learnt of the sea ? 
Hast thou communed in spirit with night? have die 
winds taken counsel with thee ? 






HERTHA. 8s 

Have I set such a star 

To show light on thy brow 
That thou sawest from afar 
What I show to thee now ? 
-lave ye spoken as brethren together, the sun and the 
mountains and thou? 

What is here, dost thou know it ? 

What was, hast thou known ? 
Prophet nor poet 

Nor tripod nor throne 
Nor spirit nor flesh can make answer, but only thy mother 
alone. 

Mother, not maker, 

Bom, and not made y 
Though her children forsake her, 
Allured or afraid, 
Praying prayers to the God of their fashion, she stirs not 
for all that have prayed. 

A creed is a rod, 

And a crown is of night ; 
But this thing is God, 
To be man with thy might, ' 

To grow straight in the strength of thy spirit, and live out 
thy life as the light. 
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I am in thee to save thee, 

As my soul in thee saith y 
Give thou as I gave thee, 
Thy life-blood and breath, 
^ Green leaves of thy labour, white flowers of thy thought, 
and red fruit of thy death. 

Be the ways of thy giving 
As mine were to thee ; 
The free life of thy living, 
Be the gift of it free ; 
Not as servant to lord, nor as master to slave, shalt thou 
give thee to me. 

children of banishment, 
Souls overcast, 

Were the lights ye see vanish meant 
Alway to last. 
Ye would know not the sun overshining the shadows and 
stars overpast 

1 that saw where ye trod 
The dim paths of the night 

Set the shadow called God 
In your skies to give light ; 
But the morning of manhood is risen, and the shadow- 
less soul is in sight 
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The tree many-rooted 

That swells to the sky 
With frondage red-fruited, 
The life-tree am I ; 
In the buds of your lives is the sap of my leaves : ye 
shall live and not die. 

But the Gods of your fashion 

That take and that give, 
In their pity and passion 
That scourge and forgive. 
They are worms that are bred in the bark that falls off; 
they shall die and not live. 

My own blood is what stanches 

The wounds in my bark ; 
Stars caught in my branches 
Make day of the dark. 
And are worshipped as suns till the sunrise shall tread out 
their fires as a spark. 

Where dead ages hide under 
The live roots of the tree, 
In my darkness the thunder 
Makes utterance of me ; 
In the clash of my boughs with each other ye hear the 
waves sound of the sea. 
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That noise is of Time, 

As his feathers are spread 
And his feet set to climb 

Through the boughs overhead, 
And my foliage rings round him and rustles, and branches 
are bent with his tread. 

The storm-winds of ages 

Blow through me and cease, 
The war-wind that rages. 
The spring-wind of peace, 
Ere tlie breath of them roughen my tresses, ere one of 
my blossoms increase. 

All sounds of all changes. 
All shadows and lights 
On the world's mountain-ranges 
And stream-riven heights. 
Whose tongue is the wind's tongue and language of storm- 
clouds on earth-shaking nights ; 

All forms of all faces, 

All works of all hands 
In unsearchable places 
Of time-stricken lands. 
All death and all life, and all reigns and all ruins, drop 
through me as sands. 
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Though sore be my burden 
And more than ye know, 
And my growth have no guerdon 
But only to grow, 
Yet I fail not of growing for lightnings above me or 
deathworms below. 

These too have their part in me, 

As I too in these ; 
Such fire is at heart in me. 
Such sap is this tree's. 
Which hath in it all sounds and all secrets of infinite 
lands and of seas. 

In the spring-coloured hours 

When my mind was as May's, 
There brake forth of me flowers 
By centuries of days, 
Strong blossoms with perfume of manhood, shot out from 
my spirit as rays. 

And the sound of them springing 

And smell of their shoots 
Were as warmth and sweet singing 
And strength to my roots ; 
And the lives of my children made perfect with freedom 
of soul were my fruits. 
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I bid you but be ; 

I have need not of prayer ; 
I have need of you free 
As your mouths of mine air ; 
That my heart may be greater within me, beholding the 
fniits of me fair. 

More fair than strange fruit is 

Of faiths ye espouse \ 
In me only the root is 
That blooms in your boughs ; 
Behold now your God that ye made you, to feed him 
with faith of your vows. 

In the darkening and whitening 

Abysses adored. 
With dayspring and lightning 
For lamp and for sword, 
God thunders in heaven, and his angels are red ^th the 
wrath of the Lord 

O my sons, O too dutiful 

Toward Gods not of me. 
Was not I enough beautiful ? 
Was it hard to be free ? 
For behold, I am with you, am in you and of jrou ; look 
forth now and see. 
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Lo, winged with world's wonders, 

With miracles shod, 
With the fires of his thunders 
For raiment and rod, 
God trembles in heaven, and his angels are white with 
tlie terror of God. 

For his twilight is come on him, 

His anguish is here ; 
And his spirits gaze dumb on him, 
Grown grey from his fear ; 
And his hour taketh hold on him stricken, the last of his 
infinite year. 

Thought made him and breaks him, 

Truth slays and forgives ; 
But to you, as time takes him, 
This new thing it gives, 
Even love, the beloved Republic, that feeds upon free- 
dom and Uves. 

For truth only is li^dng, 
Truth only is whole. 
And the love of his giving 
Man's polestar and pole ; 
Man, pulse of my centre, and fruit of my body, and seed 
of my souL 
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One birth of my bosom ; 

One beam of mine eye ; 
One topmost blossom 
That scales the sky ; 
Man, equal and one with me, man that is made of mi 
man that is T. 
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Here, down between the dusty trees, 
At this lank edge of haggard wood, 

Women with labour-loosened knees, 
With gaunt backs bowed by servitude, 

Stop, shift their loads, and pray, and fare 

Forth with souls easier for the prayer. 

The suns have branded black, the rains 
Striped grey this piteous God of theirs ; 

The face is full of prayers and pains, 

To which they bring their pains and prayers ; 

Lean limbs that shew the labouring bones. 

And ghastly mouth that gapes and groans. 

God of this grievous people, wrought 

After the likeness of their race, 
By faces like thine own besought. 

Thine own blind helpless eyeless face 
I to6, that have nor tongue nor knee 
For prayer, I have a word to thee. 
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It was for this then, that thy speech 
Was blown about the world in flame 

And men's souls shot up out of reach 
Of fear or lust or thwarting shame — 

That thy faith over souls should pass 

As sea-winds burning the grey grass ? 

It was for this, that prayers like these 
Should spend themselves about thy feet, 

And with hard overlaboured knees 

Kneeling, these slaves of men should beat 

Bosoms too lean to suckle sons 

And fruitless as their orisons ? 

It was for this, that men should make 
Thy name a fetter on men's necks, 

Poor men's made poorer for thy sake, 
And women's withered out of sex ? 

It was for this, that slaves should be. 

Thy word was passed to set men free ? 

The nineteenth wave of the ages rolls 

Now deathward since thy death and birth. 

Hast tliou fed full men's starved-out souls ? 
Hast thou brought freedom upon earth ? 

Or are there less oppressions done 

In this wild world under the sun ? 



1 
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Nay, if indeed thou be not dead, 
Before thy terrene shnne be shaken. 

Look down, turn usward, bow thine head ; 
O thou that wast of God forsaken. 

Look on thine household here, and see 

These that have not forsaken thee. 

Thy faith is fire upon their lips, 

Thy kingdom golden in their hands ; 

They scourge us with thy words for whips, 
They brand us with thy words for brands ; 

The thirst that made thy dry throat shrink 

To their moist mouths commends the drink. 

• 

The toothed thorns that bit thy brows 
Lighten the weight of gold on theirs ; 

Thy nakedness enrobes thy spouse 
With the soft sanguine stuff she wears 

Whose old limbs use for ointment yet 

Thine agony and bloody sweat 

The blinding buffets on thine head 

On their crowned heads confirm the crown \ 

Thy scourging dyes their raiment red. 
And with thy bands they fasten down 

For burial in the blood-bought field 

The nations by thy stripes unhealed. 
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With iron for thy linen bands 

Ajid unclean cloths for winding-sheet 

They bind the people's nail-pierced hands, 
They hide the people's nail-pierced feet ; 

And what man or what angel known 

Shall roll back the sepulchral stone ? 

But these have not the rich man's grave 
To sleep in when their pain is done. 

These were not fit for God to save. 
As naked hell-fire is the sun 

In their eyes living, and when dead 

These have not where to lay their head. 

They have no tomb to dig, and hide ; 

Earth is not theirs, that they should sleep. 
On all these tombless crucified 

No lovers' eyes have time to weep. 
So still, for all man's tears and creeds, 
The sacred body hangs and bleeds. 

Through the left hand a nail is driven, 
Faith, and another through the right, 

Forged in the fires of hell and heaven, 
Fear that puts out the eye of light : 

And the feet soiled and scarred and pale 

Are pierced with falsehood for a naiL 
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And priests against the mouth divine 
Push their sponge full of poison yet 

And bitter blood for myrrh and wine, 
And on the same reed is it set 

Wherewith before they buffeted 

The people's disanointed head. 

O sacred head, O desecrate, 

O labour-wounded feet and hands, 
O blood poured forth in pledge to fate 

Of nameless lives in divers lands, 
O slain and spent and sacrificed 
People, the grey-grown speechless Christ! 

Is there a gospel in the red 

Old witness of thy wide-mouthed wounds ? 
From thy blind stricken tongueless head 

What desolate evangel sounds 
A hopeless note of hope deferred ? 
What word, if there be any word ? 

O son of man, beneath man's feet 
Cast down, O common face of man 

Whereon all blows and buffets meet, 
O royal, O republican 

Face of the people bruised and dumb 

And longing till thy kingdom come 1 

H 
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The soldiers and the high priests part 
Thy vesture : all thy days are priced, 

And all the nights that eat thine heart. 
And that one seamless coat of Christ, 

The freedom of the natural soul, 

They cast their lots for to keep whole. 

No fragment of it save the name 

They leave thee for a crown of scorns 

Wherewith to mock thy naked shame 
And forehead bitten through with thorns 

And, marked with sanguine sweat and teats, 

The stripes of eighteen hundred years. 

And we seek yet if God or man 

Can loosen thee as Lazarus, 
Bid thee rise up republican 

And save thyself and all of us ; 
But no disciple's tongue can say 
When thou shalt take our sins away. 

And mouldering now and hoar with moss 
Between us and the sunlight swings 

The phantom of a Christless cross 

Shadowing the sheltered heads of kings 

And making with its moving shade 

The souls of harmless men afraid. 
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It creaks and rocks to left and right, 

Consumed of rottenness and rust, 
Worm-eaten of the worms of night, 

Dead as their spirits who put trust, 
Round its base muttering as they sit, 
In the time-cankered name of it 

Thou, in the day that breaks thy prison, 
People, though these men take thy name. 

And hail and hymn thee rearisen, 

Who made songs erewhile of thy shame, 

Give thou not ear; for these are they 

Whose good day was thine evil day. 

Set not thine hand unto their cross. 

Give not thy soul up sacrificed. 
Change not the gold of faith for dross 

Of Christian creeds that spit on Christ. 
Let not thy tree of freedom be 
Regrafted from that rotting tree. 

This dead God here against my face 
Hath help for no man ; who hath seen 

The good works of it, or such grace 
As thy grace in it, Nazarene, 

As that from thy live lips which ran 

For man's sake, O thou son of man ? 

H 2 
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The tree of faith ingraffed by priests 
Puts its foul foliage out above thee, 

And round it feed man-eating beasts 
Because of whom we dare not love thee ; 

Though hearts reach back and memories ache, 

We cannot praise thee for their sake. 

O hidden face of man, whereover 
The years have woven a viewless veil, 

If thou wast verily man's lover, 
What did thy love or blood avail ? 

Thy blood the priests make poison of, 

And in gold shekels coin thy love. 

So when our souls look back to thee 
They sicken, seeing against thy side, 

Too foul to speak of or to see, 
The leprous likeness of a bride. 

Whose kissing lips through his lips grown 

Leave their God rotten to the bone. 

When we would see thee man, and know 
What heart thou hadst toward men indeed, 

Lo, thy blood-blackened altars ; lo. 
The lips of priests that pray and feed 

While their own hell's worm curls and licks 

The poison of the crucifix. 
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Thou bad'st let children come to thee ; 

What children now but curses come ? 
What manhood in that God can be 

Who sees their worship, and is dumb ? 
No soul that lived, loved, wrought, and died, 
Is this their carrion crucified. 

Nay, if their God and thou be one, 
If thou and this thing be the same, 

ThoQ shouldst not look upon the sun ; 
The sun grows haggard at thy name. 

Come down, be done with, cease, give o'er \ 

Hide thy<!plf <trive not. be no more. 
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At the chill high tide of the night, 
At the turn of the fluctuant hours, 

When the waters of time are at height, 

In a vision arose on my sight 
The kingdoms of earth and the powers. 

In a dream without lightening of eyes 
I saw them, children of earth,* 

Nations and races arise, 

Each one after his wise, 
Signed with the sign of his birth. 

Sound was none of their feet, 
Light was none of their faces j . 

In their lips breath was not, or heat, 

But a subde murmur and sweet 
As of water in wan waste places. 

Pale as from passionate years, 
Years unassuaged of desire. 
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Sang they soft in mine ears, 
Crowned with jewels of tears, 
Girt with girdles of fire. 

A slow song beaten and broken, 

As it were from the dust and the dead, 

As of spirits athirst unsloken. 

As of things unspeakable spoken, 
As of tears unendurable shed. 

In the manifold sound remote, 

In the molten murmur of song. 
There was but a sharp sole note 
Alive on the night and afloat. 

The cry of the world's heart's wrong. 

As the sea in the strait sea-caves, 
The sound came straitened and strange ; 

A noise of the rending of graves, 

A tidal thunder of waves. 

The music of death and of change. 

" We have waited so long," they say, 
" For a sound of the God, for a breath. 

For a ripple of the refluence of day, 

For the fresh bright wind of the fray. 
For the light of the sunrise of death. 
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"We have prayed not, we, to be strong, 

To fulfil the desire of our eyes ; 
— Howbeit they have watched for it long, 
Watched, and the night did them wrong, 
Yet they say not of day, shall it rise ? 

" They are fearful and feeble with years, 
Yet they doubt not of day if it be ; 

Yea, blinded and beaten with tears, 

Yea, sick with foresight of fears, 
Yet a little, and hardly, they see. 

" We pray not, we, for the palm. 

For the fruit ingraffed of the fight. 
For the blossom of peace and the bahn, 
And the tender triumph and calm 
Of crownless and weaponless right 

" We pray not, we, to behold 

The latter august new birth, 
The young day's purple and gold, 
And divine, and rerisen as of old. 

The sun-god of Freedom on earth. 

" Peace, and world's honour, and fame, 

We have sought after none of these things ; 
The light of a life like flame 
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Passing, the storm of a name 
Shaking the strongholds of kings : 

" Nor, fashioned of j&re and of air, 
The splendour that bums on his head 

Who was chiefest in ages that were, 

Whose breath blew palaces bare, 
Whose eye shone tyrannies dead ; 

"All these things in your day 
Ye shall see, O our sons, and shall hold 

Surely ; but we, in the grey 

Twilight, for one thing we pray, 
In that day though our memories be cold : 

" To feel on our brows as we wait 

An air of the morning, a breath 
From the springs of the east, from the gate 
Whence freedom issues, and fate, 

Sorrow, and triumph, and death : 

" From a land whereon time hath not trod, 

Where the spirit is bondless and bare. 
And the world's rein breaks, and the rod, 
And the soul of a man, which is God, 
He adores without altar or prayer : 
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" For alone of herself and her right 
She takes, and alone gives grace : 
And the colours of things lose light, 
And the forms, in the limitless white 
Splendour of space without space : 

" And the blossom of man from his tomb 
Yearns open, the flower that survives ; 
And the shadows of changes consume 
In the colourless passionate bloom 
Of the live light made of our lives : 

" Seeing each life given is a leaf 

Of the manifold multiform flower, 
And the least among these, and the chief. 
As an ear in the red-ripe sheaf 
Stored for the harvesting hour. 

" O spirit of man, most holy. 

The measure of things and the root, 
In our summers and winters a lowly 
Seed, putting forth of them slowly 
Thy supreme blossom and fruit ; 

" In thy sacred and perfect year, 
The souls that were parcel of thee 
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In the labour and life of us here 
Shall be rays of thy sovereign sphere, 
Springs of thy motion shall be. 

" There is the fire that was man^ 

The light that was love, and the breath 
Tliat was hope ere deliverance began, 
And the wind that was life for a span, 

And the birth of new things, which is death, 

" There, whosoever had light. 

And, having, for men's sake gave ; 
All that warred against night ; 
All that were found in the fight 

Swift to be slain and to save ; 

" Undisbranched of the storms that disroot us, 
Of the lures that enthrall unenticed ; 

The names that exalt and transmute us ; 

The blood-bright splendour of Brutus, 
The snow-bright splendour of Christ, 

^ There all chains are undone ; 

Day there seems but as night ; 
Spirit and sense are as one 
In the light not of star nor of sun ; 

Liberty there is the light 
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"She, sole mother and maker, 
Stronger than sorrow, than strife , 

Deathless, though death overtake her ; 

Faithful, though faith should forsake her ; 
Spirit, and saviour, and lif^e.^' 
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(During the Session in Rome of the 
(Ecumenical Council.) 

In the grey beginning of years, in the twilight of things 

that began, 
The word of the earth in the ears of the world, was it 

God ? was it man ? 
The word of the earth to the spheres her sisters, the note 

of her song. 
The sound of her speech in the ears of the starry and 

sisterly throng, 
Was it praise or passion or prayer, was it love or devo- 
tion or dread. 
When the veils of the shining air first wrapt her jubilant 

head? 
Wlien her eyes new-bom of the night saw yet no star 

out of reach ; 
When her maiden mouth was alight with the flame of 

musical speech ; 
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When her virgin feet were set on the terrible heavenly 

way, 
And her virginal lids were wet with the dew of the birth 

of the day : 
Eyes that had looked not on time, and ears that had 

heard not of death ; 
Lips that had learnt not the rhyme of change and pas- 
sionate breath, 
The rhythmic anguish of growth, and the motion of 

mutable things, 
Of love that longs and is loth, and plume-plucked hope 

without wings. 
Passions and pains without number, and life that runs 

and is lame. 
From slumber again to slumber, the same race set for 

the same, i 

! 

Where the runners outwear each other, but running with 

lampless hands 
No man takes light from his brother till blind at the goal 

he stands : 

Ah, did they know, did they dream of it, counting the 

I 
cost and the worth ? | 

The ways of her days, did they seem then good to the 

new-souled earth? 
Did her heart rejoice, and the might of her spirit exult in 

her tlien, 
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Child yet no child of the night, and motherless mother 

of men ? 
Was it Love brake forth flower-fashion, a bird with gold 

on his wings, 
Lovely, her firstborn passion, and impulse of firstborn 

things ? 
Was Love that nestling indeed that under the plumes of 

the night 
Was hatched and hidden as seed in the furrow, and 

brought forth bright? 
Was it Love lay shut in the shell world-shaped, having 

over him there 
Black world-wide wings that impel the might of the night 

through air ? 
And bursting his sheH as a bird, night shook through her 

sail-stretched vans. 
And her heart as a water was stirred, and its heat was the 

firstborn man's. 
For the waste of the dead void air took form of a world 

at birth. 
And the waters and firmaments were, and light, and the 

life-giving earth. 
The beautiful bird unbegotten that night brought forth 

without pain 
In the fathomless years forgotten whereover the dead 

gods reign, 
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Was it love, life, godhead, or fete ? we say the spirit is 

one 
Tliat moved on the dark to create out of darkness the 

stars and the sun. 
Before the growth was the grower, and the seed ere the 

plant was sown ; 
But what was seed of the sower ? and the grain of him, 

whence was it grown ? 
Foot after foot ye go back and travail and make your- 
selves mad ; 
Blind feet that feel for the track where highway is none 

to be had. 
Therefore the God that ye make you is grievous, and 

gives not aid, 
Because it is but for your sake that the God of your 

making is made. 
Thou and I and he are not gods made men for a span. 
But God, if a God there be, is the substance of men 

which is man. 
Our lives are as pulses or pores of his manifold body and 

breath ; 
As waves of his sea on the shores where birth is the 

beacon of death. 
We men, the multiform features of man, whatsoever we be. 
Recreate him of whom we are creatures, and all we only 

are he. 
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Not each man of all men is God, but God is the fruit of 

the whole ; 
Indivisible spirit and blood, indiscernible body from 

souL 
Not men's but man^s is the glory of godhead, the kingdom 

of time, 
The moimtainous ages made hoary with snows for the 

spirit to climb. 
A God with the world inwoimd whose clay to his footsole 

clings ; 
A manifold God fast-bound as with iron of adverse 

things. 
A soul that labours and lives, an emotion, a strenuous^ 

breath. 
From the flame that its own mouth gives reillumed, and 

refreshed with death. 
In the sea whereof centuries are waves the live God 

plunges and swims ; 
His bed is in all men's graves, but the worm hath not 

hold on his limbs. 
Night puts out not his eyes, nor time sheds change on 

his head ; 
With such fire as the stars of the skies are the roots of 

his heart are fed 
Men are the thoughts passing through it, the veins that 

fulfil it with blood, 

I 
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With spirit of sense to renew it as springs fulfilling a 

flood. 
Men are the heartbeats of man, the plumes that feather 

his wings, 
Storm-worn, since being began, with the wind and thunder 

of things. 
Things are cruel and blind ; their strength detains and 

deforms : 
And the wearying wings of the mind still beat up the 

stream of their storms. 
Still, as one swimming up stream, they strike out blind 

in the blast. 
In thunders of vision and dream, and lightnings of future 

and past 
We are baffled and caught in the current and bruised 

upon edges of shoals ; 
As weeds or as reeds in the torrent of things are the 

wind-shaken souls. 
Spirit by spirit goes under, a foam-belFs bubble of 

breath. 
That blows and opens in sunder and blurs not the 

mirror of death. 
For a worm or a thorn in his path is a man's soul quenched 

as a flame ; 
For his lust of an hour or his wrath shall the worm and 

the man be the same. 
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O God sore stricken of things ! they have wrought him a 

raiment of pain ; 
Can a God shut eyelids and wings at a touch on the 

nerves of the brain ? 
O shamed and sorrowful God, whose force goes out at 

a blow ! 
What world shall shake at his nod ? at his coming what 

wilderness glow ? 
What help in the work of his hands ? what light in the 

track of his feet ? 
His days are snowflakes or sands, with cold to consume 

him and heat 
He is servant with Change for lord, and for wages he 

hath to his hire 
Folly and force, and a sword that devours, and a ravening 

fire. 
From the bed of his birth to his grave he is driven as a 

wind at their will ; 
Lest Change bow down as his slave, and the stonn and 

the sword be still ; 
Lest earth spread open her wings to the sunward, and 

sing with the spheres ; 
Lest man be master of things^ to prevail on their forces 

and fears. 
By the spirit are things overcome ; they aie stark, and 

the spirit hath breath ; 

I 2 



ii6 HYMN OF MAN. 

It hath speech, and their forces are dumb \ it is living, 

and things are of death. 
But they know not the spirit for master, they feel not 

force from above, 
^V]lile man makes love to disaster, and woos desolation 

with love. 
Yea, himself too hath made himself chains, and his own 

hands plucked out his eyes ; 
For his own soul only constrains him, his own mouth 

only denies. 
The herds of kings and their hosts and the flocks of the 

high priests bow 
To a master whose face is a ghost's ; O thou that wast 

God, is it thou ? 
Thou madest man in the garden ; thou temptedst man, 

and he fell ; 
Thou gavest him poison and pardon for blood and burnt- 
offering to sell 
Thou hast sealed thine elect to salvation, fast locked 

with faith for the key ; 
Make now for thyself expiation, and be thine atonement 

for thee. 
Ah, thou that darkenest heaven — ^ah, thou that bnngest 

a sword — 
By the crimes of thine hands unforgiven they beseech 

thee to hear them, O Lord. 
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By the balefires of ages that bum for thine incense, by 

creed and by rood, 
By the famine and passion that yearn and that hunger to 

find of thee food, 
By the children that asked at thy throne of the priests 

that were fat with thine hire 
For bread, and thou gavest a stone ; for light, and thou 

madest them fire ; 
By the kiss of thy peace like a snake's kiss, that leaves 

the soul rotten at root ; 
By the savours of gibbets and stakes thou hast planted 

to bear to thee fruit ; 
By torture and terror and treason, that make to thee 

weapons and wings ; 
By thy power upon men for a season, made out of the 

malice of things ; 
O thou that hast built thee a shrine of the madness of 

man and his shame. 
And hast hung in the midst for a sign of his worship 

the lamp of thy name ; 
That hast shown him for heaven in a vision a void 

world's shadow and shell, 
And hast fed thy delight and derision with fire of belief 

as of hell ; 
That hast fleshed on the souls that believe thee the fan^ 

of the death-worm fear. 
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With anguish of dreams to deceive them whose faith 

cries out in thine ear ; 
By the face of the spirit confounded before thee and 

humbled in dust, 
By the dread wherewith life was astounded and shamed 

out of sense of its trust, 
By the scourges of doubt and repentance that fell on the 

soul at thy nod, 
Thou art judged, O judge, and the sentence is gone forth 

against thee, O God. 
Thy slave that slept is awake ; thy slave but slept for a 

span; 
Yea, man thy slave shall unmake thee, who made thee 

lord over man. 
For his face is set to the east, his feet on the past and its 

dead; 
The sun rearisen is his priest, and the heat thereof 

hallows his head. 
His eyes take part in the morning ; his spirit outsounding 

the sea 
Asks no more witness or warning from temple or tripod 

or tree. 
He hath set the centuries at union ; the night is afraid at 

his name ; 
Equal with life, in communion with death, he hath found 

them the same. 
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Past the wall unsurmounted that bars out our vision 

with iron and fire 
He hath sent forth his soul for the stars to comply with 

and suns to conspire. 
His thought takes flight for the centre wherethrough it 

hath part in the whole ; 
The abysses forbid it not enter : the stars make room for 

the soul. 
Space is the soul's to inherit ; the night is hers as the 

day; 
Lo, saith man, this is my spirit ; how shall not the worlds 

make way? 
Space is thought's, and the wonders thereof, and tlie 

secret of space ; 
Is thought not more than the thunders and lightnings ? 

shall thought give place ? 
Is the body not more than the vesture, the life not more 

than the meat? 
The will than the word or the gesture, the heart than 

the hands or the feet ? 
Is the tongue not more than the speech is ? the head not 

more than the crown ? 
And if higher than is heaven be the reach of the soul, 

shall not heaven bow down ? 
Time, father of life, and more great than the life it begat 

and began. 
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Earth's keeper and heaven's and their fate, lives, thinks, 

and hath substance in man. 
Time's motion that throbs in his blood is the thought 

that gives heart to the skies, 
And the springs of the fire that is food to the sunbeams 

are light to his eyes. 
The minutes that beat with his heart are the words to 

which worlds keep chime. 
And the thought in his pulses is part of the blood and 

the spirit of time. 
He saith to the ages. Give ; and his soul foregoes not her 

share; 
Who are ye that forbid him to live, and would feed him 

with heavenlier air? 
Will ye feed him with poisonous dust, and restore him 

with hemlock for drink, 
Till he yield you his soul up in trust, and have heart not 

to know or to think ? 
He hath stirred him, and found out the flaw in his fetters, 

and cast them behind ; 
His soul to his soul is a law, and his mind is a light to 

his mind. 
The seal of his knowledge is siure, the truth and his spirit 

are wed ; 
Men perish, but man shall endure; lives die, but the 

life is not dead 
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He hath sight of the secrets of season, the roots of the 

years and the fruits ; 
His soul is at one with the reason of things that is sap to 

the roots. 
He can hear in their changes a sound as the conscience 

of consonant spheres ; 
He can see through the years flowing round him the law 

lying under the years. 
Who are ye that would bind him with cm^es and blind 

him with vapour of prayer ? 
Your might is as night that disperses when light is alive 

in the air. 
The bow of your godhead is broken, the arm of your 

conquest is stayed ; 
Though ye call down God to bear token, for fear of you 

none is afraid. 
Will ye turn back times, and the courses of stars, and 

the season of souls ? 
Shall God's breath dry up the sources that feed time full 

as it rolls ? 
Nay, cry on him then till he show you a sign, till he lift 

up a rod ; 
Hath he made not the nations to know him of old if 

indeed he be God ? 
Is no heat of him left in the ashes of thousands burnt up 

for his sake ? 
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Can prayer not rekindle the flashes that shone in his face 

from the stake ? 
Cry aloud ; for your God is a God and a Saviour ; cry, 

make yourselves lean ; 
Is he drunk or asleep, that the rod of his wrath is unfelt 

and unseen ? 
Is the fire of his old loving-kindness gone out, that his 

P)Tes are acold ? 
Hath he gazed on himself unto blindness, who made men 

blind to behold ? 
Cry out, for his kingdom is shaken ; cry out, for the 

people blaspheme ; 
Cry aloud till his godhead awaken; what doth he to 

sleep and to dream ? 
Cry, cut yourselves, gash you with knives and with 

scourges, heap on to you dust ; 
Is his life but as other gods' lives ? is not this the Lord 

God of your trust ? 
Is not this the great God of your sires, that with souls 

and with bodies was fed. 
And the world was on flame with his fires ? O fools, 

he was God, and is dead. 
He will hear not again the strong crying of earth in his 

ears as before, 
And the fume of his multitudes dying shall flatter his 

nostrils no more. 
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By the spirit he ruled as his slave is he slain who was 

mighty to slay, 
And the stone that is sealed on his grave he shall rise not 

and roll not away. 
Yea, weep to him, lift up your hands ; be your eyes as a 

fountain of tears ; 
Where he stood there is nothing that stands ; if he call, 

there is no man that hears. 
He hath doffed his king's raiment of lies now the wane of 

his kingdom is come ; 
Ears hath he, and hears not ; and eyes, and he sees not ; 

and mouth, and is dumb. 
His red king's raiment is ripped from him naked, his staff 

broken down ; 
And the signs of his empire are stripped from him shud- 

dering ;. and where is his crown ? 
And in vain by the wellsprings refrozen ye cry for the 

warmth of his sun — 
O God, the Lord God of thy chosen, thy will in thy king- 
dom be done. 
Kingdom and will hath he none in him left him, nor 

warmth in his breath ; 
Till his .corpse be cast out of the sun will ye know not 

the truth of his death ? 
Surely, ye say, he is strong, though the times be against 

him and men ; 
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Yet a little, ye say, and how long, till he come to show 

judgment again ? 
Shall God then die as the beasts die ? who is it hath 

broken his rod ? 
O God, Lord God of thy priests, rise up now and show 

thyself God. 
They cry out, thine elect, thine aspirants to heavenward, 

whose faith is as flame ; 
O thou the Lord God of our tyrants, they call thee, 

their God, by thy name. 
By thy name that in hell-fire was written, and burned at 

the point of thy sword. 
Thou art smitten, thou God, thou art smitten ; thy death 

is upon thee, O Lord. 
And the love-song of earth as thou diest resounds through 

the wind of her wings — 
Glory to Man in the highest ! for Man is the master of 

thingSi 
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THE PILGRIMS. 

Who is your lady of love, O ye that pass 
Singing ? and is it for sorrow of that which was 
That ye sing sadly, or dream of what shall be ? 
For gladly at once and sadly it seems ye sing. 
— Our lady of love by you is unbeholden ; 
For hands she hath none, nor eyes, nor lips, nor 
golden 
Treasure of hair, nor face nor form ; but we 

That love, we know her more fair than anything. 

— Is she a queen, having great gifts to give ? 
— ^Yea, these; that whoso hath seen her shall not 
live 
Except he serve her sorrowing, with strange pain, 
Travail and bloodshedding and bitterer tears ; 
And when she bids die he shall surely die. 
And he shall leave all things under the sky 
And go forth naked under sun and rain 

And work and wait and watch out all his years. 
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— Hath she on earth no place of habitation ? 
— ^Age to age calling, nation answering nation, 

Cries out, Where is she ? and there is none to say ; 
For if she be not in the spirit of men, 
For if in the inward soul she hatli no place. 
In vain they cry unto her, seeking her face. 

In vain their mouths make much of her ; for they 
Cry with vain tongues, till the heart lives again. 

— O ye that follow, and have ye no repentance ? 
For on your brows is written a mortal sentence. 
An hieroglyph of sorrow, a fiery sign, 

That in your lives ye shall not pause or rest. 
Nor have the sure sweet common love, nor keep 
Friends and safe days, nor joy of life nor sleep. 
— ^These have we not, who have one thing, the divine 
Face and clear eyes of faith and fruitful breast 

— ^And ye shall die before your thrones be won. 
— ^Yea, and the changed world and the liberal sun 
Shall move and shine without us, and we lie 
Dead ; but if she too move on earth and live, 
But if the old world with all the old irons rent 
Laugh and give thanks, shall we be not content? 
Nay, we shall rather live, we shall not die. 
Life being so little and death so good to give. 
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— ^And these men shall forget you. — ^Yea, but we 
Shall be a part of the earth and the ancient sea, 
And heaven-high air august, and awfiil fire, 
And all things good ; and no man's heart shall beat 
But somewhat in it of our blood once shed 
Shall quiver and quicken, as now in us the dead 
Blood of men slain and the old same life's desire 
Plants in their fiery footprints our fresh feet 

— But ye that might be clothed with all things pleasant, 
Ye are foolish that put off the fair soft present, 
That clothe yourselves with the cold future air ; 

When mother and father and tender sister and 
brother 
And the old live love that was shall be as ye, 
Dust, and no fruit of loving life shall be. 
—She shall be yet who is more than all these were. 
Than sister or wife or father unto us or mother. 



— Is this worth life, is this, to win for wages ? 
Lo, the dead mouths of the awful grey-grown ages, 
The venerable, in the past that is their prison, 
In the outer darkness, in the unopening grave. 
Laugh, knowing how many as ye now say have said. 
How many, and all are fallen, are fallen and dead : 
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Shall ye dead rise, and these dead have not risen ? 
— Not we but she, who is tender and swift to save. 

— ^Are ye not weary and faint not by the way. 
Seeing night by night devoured of day by day. 
Seeing hour by hour consumed in sleepless fire ? 
Sleepless : and ye too, when shall ye too sleep ? 
— ^We are weary in heart and head, in hands and feet, 
And surely more than all things sleep were sweet. 
Than all things save the inexorable desire 

Which whoso knoweth shall neither faint nor weep. 

— Is this so sweet that one were fain to follow ? 
Is this so sure where all men's hopes are hollow, 
Even this your dream, that by much tribulation 
Ye shall make whole flawed hearts, and bowed necks 
straight ? 
— Nay, though oiw life were blind, our death were 

fruitless. 
Not therefore were the whole world's high hope rootless ; 
But man to man, nation would turn to nation. 
And the old life live, and the old great word be 
great. 

— Pass on then and pass by us and let us be. 
For what light think ye after life to see ? 



\ 
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I And if the world fare better will ye know? 

I And if man triumph who shall seek you and say ? 

— Enough of light is this for one life's span, 
\ That all men bom are mortal, but not man : 

And we men bring death lives by night to sow, 
That man may reap and eat and live by dav 
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ARMAND BARBfeS. 

I. 

FiRK out of heaven, a flower of perfect fire, 
Tliat where the roots of life are had its root 
And where the fruits of time are brought forth fruit ; 

A faith made flesh, a visible desire, 

That heard the yet unbreathing years respire 

And speech break forth of centuries that sit mute 
Beyond all feebler footprint of pursuit ; 

That touched the highest of hope, and went up higher; 

A heart love-wounded whereto love was law, 

A soul reproachless without fear or flaw, 
A shining spirit without shadow of shame, 

A memory made of all men's love and awe ; 
Being disembodied, so thou be the same. 
What need. O soul, to sign thee with thy name ? 

II. 

All woes of all men sat upon thy soul 

And all their wrongs were heavy on thy head ; 

With all their wounds thy heart was pierced and bled. 
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And in thy spirit as in a mourning scroll 
The world's huge sorrows were inscribed by roll, 
All theirs on earth who serve and faint for bread, 
All banished men's, all theirs in prison dead. 
Thy love had heart and sword-hand for the whol^. 
" This was my day of glory," didst thou say. 

When, by the scaffold thou hadst hope to climb 
For thy faith's sake, they brought thee respite ; " Nay, 
I shall not die then, I have missed my day." 
O hero, O our help, O head sublime, 
Thy day shall be commensurate with time. 
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QUIA MULTUM AMAVIT. 

Am I not he that hath made thee and begotten thee. 

I, Gk)d, the spirit of man ? 
Wherefore now these eighteen years hast thou forgotten 
me, 

From whom thy life began ? 
Thy life-blood and thy life-breath and thy beauty, 

Thy might of hands and feet, 
Thy soul made strong for divinity of duty 

And service which was sweet 
Through the red sea brimmed with blood didst thou not 
follow me, 

As one that walks in trance ? 
Was the storm strong to break or the sea to swallow 
thee. 

When thou wast free and France ? 
I am Freedom, God and man, O France, that plead with 
thee; 

How long now shall I plead ? 
Was I not with thee in travail, and in need with thee, 

Thy sore travail and need? 
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Thou wast fairest and first of my virgin-vested daughters, 

Fairest and foremost thou ; 
And thy breast was white, though thy hands were red 
with slaughters, 

Thy breast, a harlot's now. 
O foolish virgin and fair among the fallen, 

A ruin where satyrs dance, 
A garden wasted for beasts to crawl and brawl in. 

What hast thou done with France ? 
Where is she who bared her bosom but to thunder, 

Her brow to storm and flame. 
And before her face was the red sea cloven in sunder 

And all its waves made tame ? 
And the surf wherein the broad-based rocks were shaking 

She saw far oflf divide, 
At the blast of the breath of the battle blown and breaking. 

And weight of wind and tide ; 
And the ravin and the ruin of throned nations 

And every royal race, 
And the kingdoms and kings from the state of their high 
stations 

That fell before her face. 
Yea, great was the fall of them, all that rose against her, 

From the earth's old-historied heights ; 
For my hands were fire, and my wings as walls that 
fenced her, 
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Mine eyes as pilot-lights. 
Not as guerdons given of kings the gifts I brought her, 

Not strengths that pass away ; 
But my heart, my breath of life, O France, O daughter, 

I gave thee in that day. 
Yea, the heart's blood of a very God I gave thee, 

•Breathed in thy mouth his breath ; 
Was my word as a man's, having no more strength to 
save thee 

From this worse thing than death ? 
Didst thou dream of it only, the day that 1 stood nigh 
thee, 

Was all its light a dream ? 
When that iron surf roared backwards and went by thee 

Unscathed of storm or stream : 
When thy sons rose up and thy young men stood to- 
gether. 

One equal face of fight. 
And my flag swam high as the swimming sea-foam's 
feather. 

Laughing, a lamp of light ? 
Ah the lordly laughter and light of it, that lightened 

Heaven-high, the heaven's whole length ! 
Ah the hearts of heroes pierced, the bright lips whitened 

Of strong men in their strength ! 
Ah the banner-poles, the stretch of straightening streamers 
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Straining their full reach out ! 
A.h the men's hands making true the dreams of dreamers, 

The hopes brought forth in doubt ! 
Ah the noise of horse, the charge and thunder of drum- 
ming, 

And swaying and sweep of swords ! 
Ah the light that led them through of the world's life 
coming, 

Glear of its lies and lords ! 
By the lightning of the lips of guns whose flashes 

Made plain the strayed world's way ; 
By the flame that lefl her dead old sins in ashes. 

Swept out of sight of day ; 
By thy children whose bare feet were shod with thunder. 

Their bare hands mailed with fire ; 
By the faith that went with them, waking fear and wonder, 

Heart's love and high desire ; 
By the tumult of the waves of nations waking 

Blind in the loud wide night ; 
By the wind that went on the world's waste waters, making 

Their marble darkness white. 
As the flash of the flakes of the foam flared lamplike, 
leaping 

From wave to gladdening wave. 
Making wide the fast-shut eyes of thraldom sleeping 

The sleep of the unclean grave ; 
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By the fire of equality, terrible, devouring. 

Divine, that brought forth good ; 
By the lands it purged and wasted and left flowering 

With bloom of brotherhood ; 
By the lips of fraternity that for love's sake uttered 

Fierce words and fires of death. 
But the eyes were deep as love's, and the fierce lips 
fluttered 

With love's own living breath ; 
By thy weaponed hands, brows helmed, and bare feet 
spuming 

The bared head of a king ; 
By the storm of sunrise round thee risen and burning, 

Why hast thou done this thing ? 
Thou hast mixed thy limbs with the son oi a harlot, a 
stranger. 

Mouth to mouth, limb to limb. 
Thou, bride of a God, because of the bridesman Danger, 

' To bring forth seed to him. 
For thou thoughtest inly, the terrible bridegroom wakes 
me, 

When I would sleep, to go ; 
The fire of his mouth consumes, and the red kiss shakes 
me, 

More bitter than a blow. 
Rise up, my beloved, go forth to meet the stranger, 
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Put forth thine arm, he saith ; 
l*ear thou not at all though the bridesman should be 
Danger, 

The bridesmaid should be Death. 
I the bridegroom, am I not with thee, O bridal nation, 

O wedded France, to strive ? 
To destroy the sins of the earth with divine devasta- 
tion, 

Till none be left alive ? 
Lo her growths of sons, foliage of men and frondage, 

Broad boughs of the old-world tree. 
With iron of shame and with pruning-hooks of bondage 

They are shorn from sea to sea. 
Lo, I set wings to thy feet that have been wingless, 

Till the utter race be run ; 
Till the priestless temples cry to the thrones made king- 
less, 

Are we not also undone ? 
Till the immeasurable Republic arise and lighten 

Above these quick and dead, 
And her awful robes be changed, and her red robes 
whiten. 

Her warring-robes of red. 
But thou wouldst not, saying, I am weary and faint to 
follow. 

Let me lie down and rest ; 
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And hast sought out shame to sleep with, mire to wallow, 

Yea, a much fouler breast : 
And thine own hast made prostitute, sold and shamed 
and bared it. 

Thy bosom which was mine, 
And the bread of the word 1 gave thee hast soiled, and 
shared it ■ 

Among these snakes and swine. 
As a harlot thou wast handled and polluted, 

Thy faith held light as foam, 
That thou sentest men thy sons, thy sons imbruted, 

To slay thine elder Rome. 
Therefore, O harlot, I gave thee to the acciu^t one. 

By night to be defiled. 
To thy second shame, and a fouler than the first one. 

That got thee first with child. 
Yet I know thee turning back now to behold me, 

To bow thee and make thee bare, 
Not for sin's sake but penitence, by my feet to hold 
me, 

And wipe them with thine hair. 
And sweet ointment of thy grief thou hast brought thy 
master. 

And set before thy lord. 
From a box of flawed and broken alabaster. 

Thy broken spirit, poured 
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And love-offerings, tears and perfumes, hast thou given 
me, 
, To reach my feet and touch ; 
Tlierefore thy sins, which are many, are forgiven thee, 
Because thou hast loved much. 

18 brumairey an 78. 
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GENESIS. 

In the outer world that was before this earth, 
That was before all shape or space was bom, 

Before the blind first hour of time had birth, 
Before night knew the moonlight or the mom ; 

Yea, before any world had any light, 

Or anything called God or man drew breath, 

Slowly the strong sides of the heaving night 

Moved, and brought forth the strength of life and 
death. 

And the sad shapeless horror increate 
That was all things and one thing, without fruit, 

Limit, or law ; where love was none, nor hate. 
Where no leaf came to blossom from no root ; 

The very darkness that time knew not of. 
Nor God laid hand on, nor was man found there. 

Ceased, and was cloven in several shapes ; above 
Light, and night under, and fire, earth water, and air. 



GENESIS, 14X 

Sunbeams and starbeams, and all coloured things, 

All forms and all similitudes began ; 
And death, the shadow cast by life's wide wings, 

And God, the shade cast by the soul of man. 

Then between shadow and substance, night and light, 
Then between birth and death, and deeds and days. 

The illimitable embrace and the amorous fight 
That of itself begets, bears, rears, and slays, 

« 

The immortal war of mortal things, that is 
Labour and life and growth and good and ill, 

The mild antiphonies that melt and kiss. 
The violent symphonies that meet and kill, 

All nature of all things began to be. 

But chiefliest in the spirit (beast or man. 
Planet of heaven or blossom of earth or sea) 

The divine contraries of life began. 

For the great labour of growth, being many, is one ; 

One thing the white death and the ruddy birth ; 
The invisible air and the all-beholden sun. 

And barren water and many-childed earth. 

And these things are made manifest in men 
From the beginning forth unto this day : 

Time writes and life records them, and again 
Death seals them lest the record pass away. 
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For if death were not, then should growth not be. 
Change, nor the life of good nor evil things ; 

Nor were there night at all nor light to see, 
Nor water of sweet nor water of bitter springs. 

For in each man and each year that is bom 
Are sown the twin seeds of the strong twin powers ; 

The white seed of the fruitful helpful mom. 
The black seed of the barren hiutful hours. 

And he that of the black seed eateth fruit, 
To him the savour as honey shall be sweet ; 

And he in whom the white seed hath stmck root. 
He shall have sorrow and trouble and tears for meat 

And him whose lips the sweet fruit hath made red 
In the end men loathe and make his name a rod f 

And him whose mouth on the unsweet fruit hath fed 
In the end men follow and know for very God. 

And of these twain, the black seed and the white. 
All things come forth, endured of men and done ; 

And still the day is great with child of night, 
And still the black night labours with the sun. 

And each man and each year that lives on earth 
Turns hither or thither, and hence or thence is fed ; 

And as a man before was from his birth. 
So shall a man be after among the dead. 
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TO WALT WHITMAN IN AMERICA. 

Send but a song oversea for us, 
Heart of their hearts who are free, 

Heart of their singer, to be for us 
More than our singing can be ; 

Ours, in the tempest at error, 

With no light but the twilight of terror ; 
Send us a song oversea I 

Sweet-smelling of pine -leaves and grasses, 
And blown as a tree through and through 

With the winds of the keen mountain-passes, 
And tender as sun-s,mitten dew ; 

Sharp-tongued as the winter that shakes 

The wastes of your limitless lakes. 
Wide-eyed as the. sea-line's blue. 

O strong-winged soul with prophetic 
Lips hot with the bloodbeats of song 

With tremor of heartstrings magnetic, 
With thoughts as thunders in throng. 
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With consonant ardours of chords 
That pierce men's souls as with swords 
And hale them hearing along, 

Make us too music, to be with us 
As a word from a world's heart warm. 

To sail the dark as a sea with us, 
Full-sailed, outsinging the storm, 

A song to put fire in our ears 

Whose burning shall bum up tears, 
Whose sign bid battle reform ; 

A note in the ranks of a clarion, 

A word in the wind of cheer, 
To consiune as with lightning the carrion 

That makes time foul for us here ; 
In the air that our dead things infest 
A blast of the breath of the west. 

Till east way as west way is dear. 

Out of the sun beyond sunset. 

From the evening whence morning shall be, 
With the rollers in measureless onset, 

With the van of the storming sea, 
With the world-wide wind, with the breath 
That breaks ships driven upon death, 

With the passion of all things free, 
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With the sea-steeds footless and frantic, 
White myriads for death to bestride 

In the charge of the ruining Atlantic 
Where deaths by regiments ride, 

With clouds and clamours of waters, 

With a long note shriller than slaughter's 
On the furrowless fields world-wide, 

With terror, with ardour and wonder, 
With the soul of the season that wakes 

When the weight of a whole year's thunder 
In the tidestream of autumn breaks. 

Let the flight of the wide-winged word 

Come over, come in and be heard, 
Take form and fire for our sakes. 

For a continent bloodless with travail 

Here toils and brawls as it can, 
And the web of it who shall unravel 

Of all that peer on the plan ; 
Would fain grow men, but they grow not, 
And fain be free, but they know not 

One name for freedom and man ? 

One name, not twain for division ; 

One thing, not twain, from the birth ; 
Spirit and substance and vision, 

L 
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Worth more than worship is worth ; 
Unbeheld, unadored, undivined, 
The cause, the centre, the mind, 

The secret and sense of the earth. 

Here as a weakling in irons. 
Here as a weanling in bands 

As a prey that the stake-net environs, 
Our life that we looked for stands ; 

And the man-child naked and dear. 

Democracy, turns on us here 

Eyes trembling with tremulous hands. 

It sees not what season shall bring to it 
Sweet fruit of its bitter desire ; 

Few voices it hears yet sing to it, 
Few pulses of hearts reaspire ; 

Foresees not time, nor forehears 

The noises of imminent years, 

Earthquake, and thunder, and fire : 

When crowned and weaponed and curbless 
It shall walk without helm or shield 

The bare burnt furrows and herbless 
Of war's last flame-stricken field, 

Till godlike, equal with time. 
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It stand in the sun sublime, 
In the godhead of man revealed. 

Round your people and over them 

Light like raiment is drawn, 
Close as a garment to cover them 

Wrought not of mail nor of lawn \ 
Here, with hope hardly to wear, 
Naked nations and bare 

Swim, sink, strike out for the dawn. 

Chains are here, and a prison, 
Kings, and subjects, and shame ; 

If the God upon you be arisen. 
How should our songs be the same ? 

How, in confusion of change, 

How shall we sing, in a strange 
Land, songs praising his name ? 

God is buried and dead to us. 

Even the spirit of earth, 
Freedom ; so have they said to us, 

Some with mocking and mirth. 
Some with heartbreak and tears ; 
And a God without eyes, without ears. 

Who shall sing of him, dead in the birth ? 

L 2 
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The earth-god Freedom, the lonely 
Face lightening, the footprint unshod, 

Not as one man crucified only 

Nor scourged with but one life's rod ; 

The soul that is substance of nations, 

Reincarnate with fresh generations ; 
The great god Man, which is God. 

But in weariest of years and obscurest 
Doth it live not at heart of all things, 

The one God and one spirit, a purest 
Life, fed from unstanchable springs ? 

Within love, within hatred it is. 

And its seed in the stripe as the kiss, 
And in slaves is the germ, and in kings. 

Freedom we call it, for holier 
Name of the soul's there is none ; 

Surelier it labours, if slowlier, 

Than the metres of star or of sun ; 

Slowlier than life into breath, 

Surelier than time into death. 
It moves till its labour be done. 

Till the motion be done and the measure 
Circling through season and clime, 
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Slumber and sorrow and pleasure, 

Vision of virtue and crime ; 
Till consummate with conquering eyes, 
A soul disembodied, it rise 

From the body transfigured of time. 

Till it rise and remain and take station 
With the stars of the worlds that rejoice ; 

Till the voice of its heart's exultation 
Be as theirs an invariable voice ; 

By no discord of evil estranged, 

By no pause, by no breach in it changed. 
By no clash in the chord of its choice. 

It is one with the world's generations. 
With the spirit, the star, and the sod ; 

With the kingless and king-stricken nations. 
With the cross, and the chain, and the rod ] 

The most high, the most secret, most lonely, 

The earth-soul Freedom, that only 
Lives, and that only is God. 
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CHRISTMAS ANTIPHONE& 

I. 

IN CHURCH, 

Thou whose birth on earth 
Angels sang to men, 

AVhile thy stars made mirth, 

Saviour, at thy birth, 
This day bom again 5 

As this night was bright 

Wth thy cradle-ray, 
Very light of light. 
Turn the wild world's night 

To thy perfect day. 

God whose feet made sweet 

Those wild ways they trod. 
From thy fiagrant feet 
Staining field and street 
With the blood of God ; 
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God whose breast is rest 

In the time of strife, 
In thy secret breast 
Sheltering souls opprest 

From the heat of life \ 

God whose eyes are skies 

Love-lit as with spheres 
By the lights that rise 
To thy watching eyes, 

Orbed lights of tears ; 

God whose heart hath part 

In all grief that is, 
Was not man's the dart 
That went through thine heart, 

And the wound not his ? 

Where the pale souls wail, 

Held in bonds of death, 
Where all spirits quail. 
Came thy Godhead pale 

Still from human breath — 

l^ale from life and strife, 
Wan with manhood, came 
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Forth of mortal life, 
Pierced as with a knife, 
Scarred as with a flame. 

Thou the Word and Lord 

In all time and space 
Heard, beheld, adored, 
With all ages poured 
Forth before thy face, 

Lord, what worth in earth 

Drew thee down to die ? 
What therein was worth. 
Lord, thy death and birth? 
What beneath thy sky? 

Light above all love 

By thy love was lit, 
And brought down the Dove 
Feathered from above 
With the wings of it 

From the height of night, 
Was not thine the star 

That led forth with might 

By no worldly light 
Wise men from afar ? 
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Yet the wise men's eyes 

Saw thee not more clear 
Than they saw thee rise 
Who in shepherd's guise 

Drew as poor men near. 

Yet thy poor endure, 

And are with us yet ; 
Be thy name a sure 
Refuge for thy poor 

Whom men's eyes forget 

Thou whose ways we praise^ 

Clear alike and dark. 
Keep our works and ways 
This and all thy days 

Safe inside thine ark. 

Who shall keep thy sheep, 

Lord, and lose not one ? 
Who save one shall keep, 
Lest the shepherds sleep ? 

Who beside the Son? 

From the grave-deep wave, 

From the sword and flame, 
Thou, even thou, shalt save 
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Souls of king and slave 
Only by thy Name. 

Light not bom with mom 

Or her fires above, 
Jesus virgin-born, 
Held of men in scom, 
Tum their scom to love. 

Thou whose face gives grace 

As the sun's doth heat, 
Let thy sunbright face 
Lighten time and space 
Here beneath thy feet 

Bid our peace increase, 
Thou that madest mom ; 

Bid oppressions cease ; 

Bid the night be peace ; 
Bid the day be bom. 

IL 

OUTSIDE CHURCH. 

We whose days and ways 

All the night makes dark. 
What day shall we praise 



CHRISTMAS ANTIPHONES. 155 

Of these weary days 

That our life-drops mark ? 



We whose mind is blind, 
Fed with hope of nought ; 

Wastes of worn mankind, 

Without heart or mind. 
Without meat or thought ; 

We with strife of life 

Worn till all life cease, 
Want, a whetted knife. 
Sharpening strife on strife, 
How should we love peace ? 

Ye whose meat is sweet 

And your wine-cup red, 
Us beneath your feet 
Hunger grinds as wheat. 
Grinds to make you bread. 

Ye whose night is bright 
With soft rest and heat. 

Clothed like day wijth light, 

Us the naked night 

Slays from street to street. 
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Hath your God no rod, 

That ye tread so light ? 
Man on us as God, 
God as man hath trod, 
Trod us down with might 

We that one by one 

Bleed from either's rod, 
What for us hath done 
Man beneath the sun. 
What for us hath God ? 

We whose blood is food 

Given your wealth to feed. 
From the Christless rood 
Red with no God's blood. 
But with man's indeed ; 

How shall we that see 
Night-long overhead 
Life, the flowerless tree. 
Nailed whereon as we 
Were our fathers dead — 

We whose ear can hear. 

Not whose tongue can name, 
Famine, ignorance, fear, 
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Bleeding tear by tear 
Year by year of shame, 

Till the dry life die 

Out of bloodless breast, 
Out of beamless eye, 
Out of mouths that cry 

Till death feed with rest- 
How shall we as ye. 

Though ye bid us, pray ? 
Though ye call, can we 
Hear you call, or see. 

Though ye show us day ? 

We whose name is shame. 

We whose souls walk bare, 
Shall we call the same 
God as ye by name. 

Teach our lips your prayer ? 

God, forgive and give. 

For His sake who died ? 
Nay, for ours who live. 
How shall we forgive 

Thee, then, on our side ? 
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We whose right to light 

Heaven's high noon denies, 
Whom the blind beams smite 
That for you shine bright, 
And but bum our eyes, 

With what dreams of beams 

Shall we build up day, 
At what sourceless streams 
Seek to drink m dreams 
Ere they pass away ? 

In what street shall meet, 

At what market-place. 
Your feet and our feet, 
With one goal to greet. 
Having run one race ? 

What one hope shall ope 

For us all as one 
One same horoscope, 
Where the soul sees hope 

That outbums the sun ? 

At what shnne what wine. 

At what board what bread. 
Salt as blood or brine, 
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Shall we share in sign 
How we poor were fed ? 

In what hour what power 

Shall we pray for mom, 
If your perfect hour, 
When all day bears flower, 

Not for us is bom ? 

HI. 

BEYOND CHURCH. 

Ye that weep in sleep, 

Souls and bodies bound, 
Ye that all night keep 
Watch for change, and weep 

That no change is found \ 

Ye that cry and die. 

And the world goes on 
Without ear or eye, 
And the days go by 

Till all days are gone ; 

Man shall do for you. 
Men the sons of man, 
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What no God would do 
That they sought unto 
While the blind years ran. 

Brotherhood of good, 

Equal laws and rights, 
Freedom, whose sweet food 
Feeds the multitude 
All their days and nights, 

With the bread full-fed 

Of her body blest 
And the soul's wine shed 
From her table spread 
Where the world is guest, 

Mingling me and thee, 

When like light of eyes 
Flashed through thee and me 
Truth shall make us free, 
Liberty make wise ; 

These are they whom day 
Follows and gives light 
Whence they see to slay 
Night, and bum away 
All tlie seed of night 
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What of thine and mine. 

What of want and wealth, 
When one faith is wine 
For my heart and thine 

\nd one draught is health ? 

For no sect elect 

Is the souFs wine poured 
And her table decked ; 
Whom should man reject 

From man's common board ? 

Gods refuse and choose, 

Grudge and sell and spare ; 
None shall inan refuse. 
None of all men lose, 

None leave out of care. 

No man's might of sight 

Knows that hour before ; 
No man's hand hath might 
To put back that light 

For one hour the more. 

Not though all men call. 

Kneeling with void hands. 
Shall they see light fall 

M 
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Till it come for all 
Tribes of men and lands. 

No desire brings fire 

Down from heaven by prayer, 
Though man's vain desire 
Hang faith's wind-struck lyre 

Out in tuneless air. 

One hath breath and 3aith 
What the tune shall be— 

Time, who puts his breath 

Into life and death, 
Into earth and sea. 

To and fro years flow, 
Fill their tides and ebb. 

As his fingers go 

Weaving to and fro 
One unfinished web. 

All the range of change 

Hath its bounds therein* 
All the lives that range 
All the byways strange 
Named of death or sin. 
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Star from far to star 

Speaks, and white moons wake, 
Watchful from afar 
What the night s ways are 

For the mornings sake. 

Many names and flames 

Pass and flash and fall, 
Night-begotten names, 
And the night reclaims, 

As she bare them, all. 

But the sun is one, 

And the sun's name Right ; 
And when light is none 
Saving of the sun, 

AU men shall have light 

All shall see and be 

Parcel of the mom ; 
Ay, though blind were we, 
None shall choose but see 

When that day is bom. 
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A NEW YEAR'S MESSAGE. 

To Josr.PH Mazzini. 

* Send the stars lights but send not love to me." 

Shelley. 

I. 

Out of the dawning heavens that hear 

Young wings and feet of the new year 

Move through their twilight, and shed round 

Soft showers of sound, 

Soothing the season with sweet rain, 

If greeting come to make me fain, 

What is it I can send again ? 



I know not if the year shall send 

Tidings to usward as a friend. 

And salutation, and such things 

Bear on his wings 

As the soul turns and thirsts unto 

With hungering eyes and lips that sue 

For that sweet food which makes all new. 
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I know DOt if his light shall be 

Darkness, or else light verily : 

1 know but that it will not part 

Heart's faith from heart, 

Truth from the trust in trath, nor hope 

From sight of days unsealed that ope 

Beyond one poor year's horoscope. 



That faith in love which love's self gives, 

O master of my spirit, lives. 

Having in presence unremoved 

Thine head beloved, 

The shadow of thee, the semitone 

Of thy voice heard at heart and known, 

The light of thee not set nor flown. 

Seas, lands, and hours, can these divide 
Love from love's service, side from side, 
Though no sound pass noi breath be heard 
Of one good word ? 
To send back words of trust to thee 
Were to send wings to love, when he 
With his own strong wings covers me. 
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6. 

Who shall teach singing to the spheres, 

Or motion to the flight of years ? 

Let soul with soul keep hand in hand 

And understand, 

As in one same abiding-place 

We keep one watch for one same face 

To rise in some short sacred space. 



And all space midway is but nought 

To keep true heart from faithful thought, 

As imder twilight stars we wait 

By Time's shut gate 

Till the slow soundless hinges turn, 

And through the depth of years that yearn 

The face of the Republic bum. 

1870. 
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MATER DOLOROSA. 

Citoyen, lui dit Enjolras, ma mere, c'est la Republique. 

Les Miser ahlei* 

Who is this that sits by the way, by the wild wayside, 
In a rent stained raiment, the robe of a cast-off bride. 
In the dust, in the rainfall sitting, with soiled feet bare, 
With the night for a garment upon her, with torn wet 

hair? 
She is fairer of face than the daughters of men, and hei 

eyes. 
Worn through with her tears, are deep as the depth of 

skies. 

This is she for whose sake being fallen, for whose abject 

sake. 
Earth groans in the blackness of darkness, and men's 

hearts break. 
This is she for whose love, having seen her, the men that 

were 
Poured life out as water, and shed their souls upon air. 
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This is she for whose glory their years were counted as 

foam ; 
Whose face was a light upon Greece, was a fire upon 

Rome. 

Is it now not surely a vain thing, a foolish and vain, 
To sit down by her, mourn to her, serve her, partake in 

the pain ? 
She is grey with the dust of time on his manifold ways, 
Where her faint feet stumble and falter through yearlong 

days. 
Shall she help us at ah, O fools, give fruit or give fame. 
Who herself is a name despised, a rejected name ? 

We have not served her for guerdon. If any do so. 
That his mouth may be sweet with such honey, we care 

not to know. 
We have drunk from a wine-unsweetened, a perilous cup, 
A draught very bitter. The kings of the earth stood up. 
And the rulers took counsel together, to smite her and 

slay; 
And the blood of her wounds is given us to drink to-day. 

Can these bones live ? or the leaves that are dead leaves 

bud? 
Or the dead blood drawn from her veins be in your veins 

blood? 
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Will ye gather up water again that was drawn and shed ? 
In the blood is the life of the veins, and her veins are 

dead. 
For the lives that are over are over, and past things past; 
She had her day, and it is not ; was first, and is last 

Is it nothing unto you then, all ye that pass by. 
If her breath be left in her lips, if she live now or die ? 
Behold now, O people, and say if she be not fair, 
Whotn your fathers followed to find her, with praise and 

. prayer. 
And rejoiced, having found her, though roof they had 

none nor bread ; 
But ye care not ; what is it to you if her day be dead ? 

It was well with our fathers ; their sound was in all men's 

lands; 
There was fire in their hearts, and the hunger of fight in 

their hands. 
Naked and strong they went forth in her strength like 

flame, 
For her love's and her name's sake of old, her republican 

name. 
But tlieir children, by kings made quiet, by priests made 

wise, 
Love better the heat of their hearths tJian the light of her 

eyes. 
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Are they children of these thy children indeed, who have 

sold, 
O golden goddess, the light of thy face for gold ? 
Are they sons indeed of the sons of tliy dayspring of 

hope, 
Whose lives are in fief of an emperor, whose souls of a 

Pope? 
Hide then thine head, O beloved ; thy time is don^ ; 
Thy kingdom is broken in heaven, and blind thy sun. 

What sleep is upon you, to dream she indeed shall rise. 
When the hopes are dead in her heart as tlie tears in 

her eyes ? 
If ye sing of her dead, will she stir ? if ye weep for her, 

weep? 
Come away now, leave her ; what hath she to do but 

sleep ? 
But ye that mourn are alive, and have years to be ; 
And life is good, and the world is wiser than we. 

Yea, wise is the world and mighty, with years to give. 
And years to promise ; but how long now shall it live ? 
And foolish and poor is &ith, and her ways are bare. 
Till she find the way of the sun, and the morning air. 
In that hour shall this dead face shine as the face of the 

sun, 
And the soul of man and her soul and the world's be one. 
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MATER TRIUMPHALIS. 

Mother of man's time-travelling generations, 
Breath of his nostrils, heartblood of his heart, 

God above all Gods worshipped of all nations, 
Light above light, law beyond law, thou art 

Thy face is as a sword smiting in sunder 
Shadows and chains and dreams and iron things ; 

The sea is dumb before thy face, the thunder 
Silent, the skies are narrower than thy wings. 

Angels and Gods, spirit and sense, thou takest 
In thy right hand as drops of dust or dew ; 

The temples and the towers of time thou breakest. 
His thoughts and words and works, to fuikg' them 
new. 

All we have wandered from thy ways, have hidden 
Eyes from thy glory and ears from calls they heard ; 

Called of thy trumpets vainly, called and chidden. 
Scourged of thy speech and wounded of thy word. 
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We have known thee and have not known thee ; stood 
beside thee, 

Felt thy lips breathe, set foot where thy feet trod, 
Loved and renounced and worshipped and denied thee, 

As though thou wert but as another God. 

" One hour for sleep," we said, " and yet one other ; 

All day we served her, and who shall ser\'e by 
night ?" 
Not knowing of thee, thy face not knowing, O mother, 

O light wherethrough the darkness is as light 

Men that forsook thee hast thou not forsaken. 
Races of men that knew not hast thou known ; 

Nations that slept thou hast doubted not to waken. 
Worshippers of strange Gods to make thine own. 

All old grey histories hiding thy clear features, 
O secret spirit and sovereign, all men's tales, 

Creeds woven of men thy children and thy creatures. 
They have woven for vestures of thee and for veils. 

Thine hands, without election or exemption, 
Feed all men fainting from false peace or strife, 

O thou, the resurrection and redemption, 
The godhead and the manhood and the life. 
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Thy wings shadow the waters ; fhine eyes lighten 

The horror of the hollows of the night ; 
The depths of the earth and the dark places brighten 

Under thy feet, whiter than fire is white. 

Death is subdued to thee, and hell's bands broken ; 

Where thou art only is heaven ; who hears not thee, 
Time shall not hear him; when men's names are 
spoken, 

A nameless sign of death shall his name be. 

Deathless shall be the death, the name be nameless ; 

Sterile of stars his twilight time of breath ; 
With fire of hell shall shame consume him shameless. 

And dying, all the night darken his death. 

The years are as thy garments, the world's ages 
As sandals bound and loosed from thy swift feet ; 

Time serves before thee, as one that hath for wages 
Praise or shame only, bitter words or sweet 

Thou sayest " Well done," and all a century kindles ; 

Again thou sayest " Depart from sight of me," 
And all the light of face of all men dwindles, 

And the age is as the broken glass of thee. ^ 
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The night is as a seal set on men's faces, 
On faces Men of men that take no light, 

Nor give light in the deeps of the dark places, 
Blind things, incorporate with the body of night 

Their souls are serpents winterbound and frozen, 
Their shame is as a tame beast, at their feet 

Couched ; their cold lips deride thee and thy chosen. 
Their lying lips made grey with dust for meat. 

Then when their time is full and days run over. 
The splendoiu: of thy sudden brow made bare 

Darkens the morning ; thy bared hands uncover 
The veils of light and night and the awful air. 

And the world naked as a new-bom maiden 
Stands virginal and splendid as at birth, ' 

With all thine heaven of all its light unladen. 
Of all its love unburdened all thine earth. 

« 

For the utter earth and the utter air of heaven 
And the extreme depth is thine and the extreme 
height ; 

Shadows of things and veils of ages riven 
Are as men's kings unkingdomed in thy sight 
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Through the iron years, the centuries brazen-gated, 

By the ages* barred impenetrable doors. 
From the evening to the morning have we waited. 

Should thy foot haply sound on the awful floors. 



The floors untrodden of the sun's feet glimmer, 
The star-unstricken pavements of the night ; 

Do the lights bum inside ? the lights wax dimmer 
On festal faces withering out of sight 

The crowned heads lose the light on them ; it may be 
Dawn is at hand to smite the loud feast dumb ; 

To blind the torch-lit centuries till the day be, 
The feasting kingdoms till thy kingdom come. 

Shall it not come ? deny they or dissemble. 
Is it not even as lightning from on high 

Now? and though many a soul close eyes and tremble, 
How should they tremble at all who love thee as I ? 

I am thine harp between thine hands, O mother ! 

All my strong chords are strained with love of thee. 
We grapple in love and wrestle, as each with other 

Wrestle the wind and the unreluctant sea. 



I 
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I am no courtier of thee sober-suited, 

Who loves a little for a little pay. 
Me iiQt thy winds and storms nor thrones disrooted 

Nor molten crowns nor thine own sins dismay. 

Sinned hast thou sometime, therefore art thou sinless ; 

Stained hast thou been, who art therefore witlioat 
stain; 
Even as man's soul is kin to thee, but kinless 

Thou, in whose; womb Time sows the all-various grain. 

I do not bid thee spare me, O dreadful mother ! 

I pray thee that thou spare not, of thy grace. 
How were it with me then, if ever another 

Should come to stand before thee in this my place ? 

I am the trumpet at thy lips, thy clarion 
Full of thy cry, sonorous with thy breath ; 

The graves of souls bom worms and creeds grown car^ 
rion 
Thy blast of judgment fills with fires of death. 

Thou art the player whose organ-keys are thunders, 

And I beneath thy foot the pedal prest ; 
Thou art the ray whereat the rent night sunders. 

And I the cloudlet borne upon thy breast 
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I shall bum up before thee, pass and perish, 

As haze in sunrise on the red sea-line ; 
But thou from dawn to sunsetting shalt cherish 

The thoughts that led and souls that lighted mine. 

Reared between night and noon and truth and error, 
Each twilight-travelling bird that trills and screams 

Sickens at midday, nor can face for terror 
The imperious heaven*s inevitable extremes. 

I have no spirit of skill with equal fingers 
At sign to sharpen or to slacken strings ; 

I keep no time of song with gold-perched singers 
And chirp of linnets on the wrists of kings. 

I am thy storm-thrush of the days that darken. 
Thy petrel in the foam that bears thy bark 

To port through night and tempest ; if thou hearken, 
My voice is in thy heaven before the lark. 

My song is in the mist that hides thy morning, 

My cry is up before the day for thee ) 
I have heard thee and beheld thee and give warning. 

Before thy wheels divide the sky and sea. 

N 
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Birds shall wake with thee voiced and feathered fairer, 
To see in summer what I see in spring ; 

I have eyes and heart to endure thee, O thunder-bearei, 
And they shall be who shall have tongues to sing. 

I have love at least, and have not fear, and part not 
From thine unnavigable and wingless way ; 

Thou tarriest, and I have not said thou art not, 
Nor all thy night long have denied thy day. 

Darkness to daylight shall lift up thy paean. 
Hill to hill thunder, vale cry back to vale, 

With wind-notes as of eagles ^Eschylean, 
And Sappho singing in the nightingale. 

Sung to by mighty sons of dawn and daughters. 
Of this night's songs thine ear shall keep but one ; 

That supreme song which shook the channelled waters, 
And called thee skyward as God calls the sun. 

Come, though all heaven again be fire above thee ; 

Though death before thee come to clear thy sky ; 
Let us but see in his thy face who love thee ; 

Yea, though thou slay us, arise and let us die. 
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A MARCHING SONG- 

We mix from many lands, 

We march for very far ; 
In hearts and lips and hands 

Our staffs and weapons are ; 
The light we walk in darkens sun and moon and star. 

It doth not flame and wane 
With years and spheres that roll, 

Storm cannot shake nor stain 
The strength that makes it whole, 
The fire that moulds and moves it of the sovereign soul 

We are they that have to cope 

With time till time retire ; 
We live on hopeless hope, 

We feed on tears and fire ; 
Time, foot by foot, gives back before our sheer desire. 

From the edge of harsh derision, 
From discord and defeat, 

N 2 
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From doubt and lame division, 
We pluck the fruit and eat ; 
And the mouth finds it bitter, and the spirit sweet 

We strive with time at wrestling 

Till time be on our side 
And hope, our plumeless nestling, 

A full-fledged eaglet ride 
Down the loud length of storm its windward wings divide. 

We are girt with our belief. 

Clothed with our will and crowned ; 

Hope, fear, delight, and grief, 
Before our will give ground ; 
Their calls are in our ears as shadows of dead sound. 

All but the heart forsakes us, 

All fails us but the will ; 
Keen treason tracks and takes us 
In pits for blood to fill ; 
Friend falls from friend, and feith for faith lays wait to 
kill. 

Out under moon and stars 
And shafts of the urgent sun 
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Whose face on prison-bars 
.And mountain-heads is one, 
Our march is everlasting till time's march be done 

Whither we know, and whence, 

And dare not care wherethrough. 
Desires that urge the sense, 
Fears changing old with new. 
Perils and pains beset the ways we press into ; 

Earth gives us thorns to tread, 
And all her thorns are trod ; 
Through lands burnt black and red 
We pass with feet unshod ; 
Whence we would be man shall not keep us, nor man's 
God. 

Through the great desert beasts 

Howl at our backs by night. 
And thunder-forging priests 

Blow their dead bale-fires bright, 
And on their broken anvils beat out bolts for fight 

Inside their sacred smithies 
Though hot the hammer rings, 
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Their steel links snap like withies, 
Their chains like twisted strings, 
Their surest fetters are as plighted words of kings. 

O nations undivided, 

O single people and free. 
We dreamers, we derided, 

We mad blind men that see. 
We bear you witness ere ye come that ye shall be. 

Ye sitting among tombs, 
Ye standing round the gate, 

Whom fire-mouthed war consumes. 
Or cold-lipped peace bids wait. 
All tombs and bars shall open, every grave and grate. 

The locks shall burst in sunder, 

The hinges shrieking spin. 
When time, whose hand is thunder, 

Lays hand upon the pin, 
\nd shoots the bolts reluctant, bidding all men in. 

These eyeless times and earless. 
Shall these not see and hear. 

And all their hearts bum fearless 
That were afi*ost for fear ? 
Is day not hard upon us, yea, not our day near ? 
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France ! from its grey dejection 

Make manifest the red 
Tempestuous resurrection 
Of thy most sacred head ! 
Break thou the covering cerecloths; rise up from the 
dead. 

And thou, whom sea-walls sever 

From lands unwalledwith seas, 
Wilt thou endure for ever, 
O Milton's England, these ? 
rhou that wast his Republic, wilt thou clasp their knees ? 

These royalties rust-eaten. 

These worm-corroded lies, 
That keep th^ne head storm-beaten 

And sunlike strength of eyes 
From the open heaven and air of intercepted ski<is ; 

These princelings with gauze winglets 

That buzz in the air unfurled. 
These summer-swarming kinglets, 

These thin worms crowned and curled, 
That bask and blink and warm themselves about the 
world ; 
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These fanged meridian vermin, 

Shrill gnats that crowd the dusk, 
Night-moths whose nestling ermine 
Smells foul of mould and musk, 
Blind flesh-flies hatched by dark and hampered in their 
husk; 

These honours without honour. 

These ghost-like gods of goli 
This earth that wears upon her 

To keep her heart from cold 
No memory more of men that brought it fire of old ; 

These limbs, supine, unbuckled, 

In rottenness of rest, 
These sleepy lips blood-suckled 
And satiate of thy breast. 
These dull wide mouths that drain thee dry and call 
thee blest ; 

These masters of thee mindless 

That wear thee out of mind. 
These children of thee kindless 

That use thee out of kind, 
Whose hands strew gold before thee and contempt behind ; 
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Who have turned thy name to laughter, 

Thy sea-like sounded name 
That now none hearkens ;»iler 
For faith in its free fame, 
Who liave robbed thee of thy trust and given thee of 
their shame ; 

These hours that mock each other. 

These years that kill and die, 
Are these thy gains, our mother. 
For all thy gains thrown by ? 
Is this that end whose promise made thine heart so 
high? 

With empire and with treason 

The first right hand made fast, 
But in man's nobler season 

To put forth help the last, 
Love turns from thee, and memory disavows thy past. 

Lest thine own sea disclaim thee. 

Lest thine own sons despise, 
Lest lips shoot out that name thee 
And seeing thee men shut eyes, 
Take thought with all thy people, turn thine head and 
rise. 
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Turn thee, lift up thy face ; 

What ails thee to be dead ? 
Ask of thyself for grace, 
Seek of thyself for bread, 
And who shall starve or shame thee, blind or bruise 
thine head ? 

The same sun in thy sight, 

The same sea in thine ears. 
That saw thine hour at height. 
That sang thy song of years. 
Behold and hearken for thee, knowing thy hopes and 
fears. 

O people, O perfect nation, 
O England that shall be. 
How long till thou take station ? 
How long till thralls live free? 
How long till all thy soul be one with all thy sea? 

Ye that from south to north, 
Ye that from east to west, 
Stretch hands of longing forth 
And keep your eyes from rest, 
Lo, when ye will, we bring you gifts of what is best 
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From the awful northland pines 
That skirt their wan dim seas 
To the ardent Apennines 
And sun-struck Pyrenees, 
One frost on all their frondage bites the blossoming 
trees. 

The leaves look up for light, 

For heat of helpful air ; 
The trees of oldest height 
And thin storm-shaken hair 
Seek with gaunt hands up heavenward if the sun be 
there. 

The woods where souls walk lonely, 

The forests girt with night, 
Desire the day-star only 

And firstlings of the light 
Not seen of slaves nor shining in their masters* sight. 

We have the morning star, 

O foolish people, O kings ! 
With us the day-springs are. 

Even all the fresh day-springs ; 
For \is, and with us, all the multitudes of things. 
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O sorrowing hearts of slaves, 

We heard you beat from far ! 
We bring the light that saves, 
We bring the morning star ; 
Freedom's good things we bring you, whence all good 
things are. 

With us the winds and fountains 

And lightnings live in tune ; 
The morning-coloured mountains 
That bum into the noon, 
The mist's mild veil on valleys muffled from the moon : 

The thunder-darkened highlands 

And lowlands hot with fruit, 
Sea-bays and shoals and islands, 
And cliffs that foil man's foot, 
And all the flower of large-limbed life and all the root : 

The clangour of sea-eagles 

That teach the morning mirth 
With baying of heaven's beagles 
That seek their prey on earth. 
By sounding strait and channel, gulf and reach and 
firth. 
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With us the fields and rivers, 

The grass that summer thrills, 
The haze where morning quivers, 

The peace at heart of hills, 
The sense that kindles nature, and the soul that fills. 

With us all natural sights. 

All notes of natural scale ; 
With us the starry lights ; 

With us the nightingale ; 
With us the heart and secret of the worldly tale. 

The strife of things and beauty, 

The fire and light adored. 
Truth, and life-lightening duty, 
Love without crown or sword. 
That by his might and godhead makes man god and 
lord. 

These have we, these are ours, 

That no priests give nor kings ; 
The honey of all these flowers. 
The heart of all these springs ; 
Ours, for where freedom lives not, there live no good 
things. 
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Rise, ere the dawn be risen ; 

Come, and be all souls fed ; 
From field and street and prison 

Come, for the feast is spread ; 
Live, for the truth is living ; wake, for night is dead. 
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Inside this northern summer's fold 
The fields are full of naked gold, 
Broadcast from heaven on lands it loves ; 
The green veiled air is full of doves ; 
Soft leaves that sift the sunbeams let 
Light on the small warm glasses wet 
Fall in short broken kisses sweet, 
And break again like waves that beat 
Round the sun's feet. 

But I, for all this English mirth 
Of golden-shod and dancing days, 

And the old green-girt sweet-hearted earth 
Desire what here no spells can raise. 

Far hence, with holier heavens above, 

The lovely city of my love 

Bathes deep in the sun-satiate air 

That flows round no fair thing more fair 

Her beauty bare. 
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There the utter sky is holier, there 
More pure the intense white height of air, 
More clear men's eyes that mine would meet, 
And the sweet springs of things more sweet. 
There for this one warm note of doves 
A clamour of a thousand loves 
Storms the night's ear, the day's assails, 
From the tempestuous nightingales, 
And fills, and fails. 

O gracious city well-beloved, 

Italian, and a maiden crowned, 
Siena, my feet are no more moved 

Toward thy strange-shapen mountain-bound 
But my heart in me turns and moves, 
O lady loveliest of my loves. 
Toward thee, to lie before thy feet 
And gaze from thy fair fountain-seat 
Up the sheer street ; 

And the house midway hanging see 
That saw Saint Catherine bodily, 
Felt on its floors her sweet feet move. 
And the live light of fiery love 
Bum from her beautiful strange face, 
As in the sanguine sacred place 
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Where in pure hands she took the head 
Severed, and with pure lips still red 
Kissed the lips dead. 

For 5'ears through, sweetest of the saints, 

In quiet without cease she wrought, 
Till cries of men and fierce complaints 

From outward moved her maiden thought ; 
And prayers she heard and sighs toward France, 
* God, send us back deliverance, 
Send back thy servant, lest we die !** 
With an exceeding bitter cry 
They smote the sky. 

Then in her sacred saving hands 
She took the sorrows of the lands, 
With maiden palms she lifted up 
The sick time's blood-embittered cup, 
And in her virgin garment furled 
The faint limbs of a wounded world. 
Clothed with calm love and clear desire, 
She went forth in her soul's attire, 
A missive fire. 

Across the might of men that strove 
It shone, and over heads of kings ; 

o 
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And molten in red flames of love 

Were swords and many monstrous things ; 
And shields were lowered, and snapt were spears. 
And sweeter-tuned the clamorous years ; 
And faith came back, and peace, that were 
Fled ; for she bade, saying, " Thou, God's heir. 
Hast thou no care ? 

" Lo, men lay waste thine heritage 
Still, and much heathen people rage 
Against thee, and devise vain things. 
What comfort in the face of kings. 
What counsel is there ? Turn thine eyes 
And thine heart from them in like wise ; 
Turn thee unto thine holy place 
To help us that of God for grace 
Require thy face. 

For who shall hear us if not thou 

In a strange land ? what doest thou there ? 

Thy sheep are spoiled, and the ploughers plough 
Upon us ; why hast thou no care 

For all this, and beyond strange hills 

Liest imregardful what snow chills 

Thy foldless flock, or what rains beat? 

Lo, in thine ears, before thy feet, 

Thy lost sheep bleat 
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" And strange men feed on faultless lives, 
And there is blood, and men put knives, 
Shepherd, unto the young lamb's throat j 
And one hath eaten, and one smote, 
And one had hunger and is fed 
Full of the flesh of these, and red 
With blood of these as who drinks wine. 
And God knoweth, who hath sent thee a sign, 
If these were thine." 

But the Pope's heart within him burned. 

So that he rose up, seeing the sign, 
And came among them ; but she turned 

Back to her daily way divine. 
And fed her faith with silent things. 
And lived her life with curbed white wings. 
And mixed herself with heaven and died : 
And now on the sheer city-side 
Smiles like a bride. 

You see her in the fresh clear gloom, 
Where walls shut out the flame and bloom 
Of full-breathed summer, and the roof 
Keeps the keen ardent air aloof 
And sweet weight of the violent sky : 
There bodily beheld on high, 
She seems as one hearing in tune 
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Kcaven within heaven, at heaven's full noon. 
In sacred swoon : 

A solemn swoon of sense that aches 
With imminent blind heat of heaven, 

While all the wide-eyed spirit wakes, 
Vigilant of the supreme Seven, 

Whose choral flames in God's sight move, 

Made unendurable with love, 

That without wind or blast of breath 

Compels all things through life and death 

Whither God saith. 

There on the dim side-chapel wall 
Thy mighty touch memorial, 
Razzi, raised up, for ^.ges dead. 
And fixed for us her heavenly head : 
And, rent with plaited thorn and rod. 
Bared the live likeness of her God 
To men's eyes turning from strange lands. 
Where, pale from thine immortal hands, 
Christ wounded stands ; 

And the blood blots his holy hair 
And white brows over hungering eyes 

That plead against us, and the fair 
Mute lips forlorn of words or sighs 
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In the great torment that bends down 
His braised head vdth the bloomless crown, 
White as the unfruitful thorn-flower, 
A Grod beheld in dreams that were 
Beheld of her. 

In vain on all these sins and years 
Falls the sad blood, fall the slow tears ; 
In vain poured forth as watersprings. 
Priests, on your altars, and ye, kings. 
About your seats of sanguine gold ; 
Still your God, spat upon and sold. 
Bleeds at your hands ; but now is gone 
All his flock from him saving one ; 
Judas alone. 

Surefy your race it was that he, 
O men signed backward with his name, 

Beholding in Gethsemane 
Bled the red bitter sweat of shame, 

Knowing how the word of Christian should 

Mean to men evil and not good. 

Seem to men shameful for your sake. 

Whose lips, for all the prayers they make, 

Man's blood must slake. 
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But blood nor tears ye love not, you 
That my love leads my longing to, 
Fair as the world's old faith of flowers, 
O golden goddesses of ours ! 
From what Idalian rose-pleasance 
Hath Aplirodite bidden glance 
The lovelier lightnings of your feet ? 
From what sweet Paphian sward or seat 
Led you more sweet ? 

O white three sisters, three as one, 
With flowerlike arms for flowery bands 

Your linked limbs glitter like the sun. 
And time lies beaten at your hands. 

Time and wild years and wars and men 

Pass, and ye care not whence or when ; 

With calm lips over sweet for scorn. 

Ye watch night pass, O children bom • 

Of the old-world mom. 

Ah, in this strange and shrineless place, 
What doth a goddess, what a Grace, 
Where no Greek worships her shrined limbs 
With wreaths and Cy therean hymns ? 
Where no lute makes luxurious 
The adoring airs in Amathus, 
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Till the maid, knowing her mother near, 
Sobs with love, aching with sweet fear? 
What do ye here ? 

For the outer land is sad, and wears 

A raiment of a flaming fire ; 
And the fierce fruitless mountain stairs 

Climb, yet seem wroth and loth to aspire, 
Climb, and break, and are broken down. 
And through their clefts and crests the town 
Looks west and sees the dead sun lie. 
In sanguine death that stains the sky 
With angry dye. 

And from the war-worn wastes without 

In twilight, in the time of doubt, 

One sound comes of one whisper, where 

Moved with low motions of slow air 

The great trees nigh the castle swing 

In the sad coloured evening ; 

" Ricorditi di me, cheson 

La Fia!^ — that small sweet word alone 

Is not yet gone. 

" Ricorditi di me " — the sound 
Sole out of deep dumb days remote 
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Across the fiery and fatal ground 

Comes tender as a hurt bird's note 
To where, a ghost with empty hands, 
A woe-worn ghost, her palace stands 
In the mid city, where the strong 
Bells turn the sunset air to song. 
And the towers throng. 

With other face, with speech the same, 

A mightier maiden's likeness came 

Late among mourning men that slept, 

A sacred ghost that went and wept. 

White as the passion-wounded Lamb, 

Saying, " Ah, remember me, that am 

Italia." (From deep sea to sea 

Earth heard, earth knew her, that this was she.) 

« RkordiH, 

" Love made me of all things fairest thing. 
And Hate unmade me ; this knows he 

Who with God's sacerdotal ring 

Enringed mine hand, espousing me." 

Yea, in thy myriad-mooded woe. 

Yea, Mother, hast thou not said so ? 

Have not our hearts within us stirred, 

O thou most holiest, at thy word ? 

Have we not heard? 



SIENA. 30I 

As this dead tragic land that she 

Found deadly, such was time to thee ; 

Years passed thee withering in the red 

Maremma, years that deemed thee dead, 

Ages that sorrowed or that scorned ; 

And all this while though all they mourned 

Thou sawest the end of things unclean. 

And the unborn that should see thee a queen. 

Have we not seen? 

The weary poet, thy sad son, 

Upon thy soil, under thy skies, 
Saw all Italian things save one — 

Italia ; this thing missed his eyes ; 
The old mother-might, the breast, the face, 
That reared, that lit the Roman race ; 
This not Leopardi saw ; but we, 
WTiat is it. Mother, that we see, 
What if not thee ? 

Look thou from Siena southward home, 
Where the priest's pall hangs rent on Rome, 
And through the red rent swaddling-bands 
Toward thine she strains her labouring hands. 
Look thou and listen, and let be 
All the dead quick, all the bond free ; 
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In the blind eyes let there be sight ; 
In the eighteen centuries of the night 
Let there be light. 

Bow down the beauty of thine head, 

Sweet, and with lips of living breath 
Kiss thy sons sleeping and thy dead, 

That there be no more sleep or death. 
Give us thy light, thy might, thy love. 
Whom thy face seen afar above 
Drew to thy feet ; and when, being free. 
Thou hast blest thy children bom to th<?c, 
Bless also me. 

Me that when others played or slept 
Sat still under thy cross and wept 
Me who so early and imaware 
Felt fall on bent bared brows and hair 
(Thin drops of the overflowing flood !) 
The bitter blessing of thy blood ; 
The sacred shadow of thy pain. 
Thine, the true maiden-mother, slain 
And raised again. 

Me consecrated, if I might, 
To praise thee, or to love at least, 
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O mother of all men's dear delight, 

Thou madest a choral-souled boy-priest, 
Before my lips had leave to sing, 
Or my hands hardly strength to cling 
About the intolerable tree 
\Vhereto they had nailed my heart and thee 
And said, " Let be." 

For to thee too the high Fates gave 
Grace to be sacrificed and save, 
That being arisen, in the equal sun, 
God and the People should be one ; 
By those red roads thy footprints trod, 
Man more divine, more human God, 
Savioiu- ; that where no light was known 
But darkness, and a daytime flown, 
Light should be shown. 

Let there be light, O Italy ! 

For our feet falter in the night 
O lamp of living years to be, 

O light of God, let there be light ! 
Fill with a love keener than flame 
Men sealed in spirit with thy name, 
The cities and the Roman skies. 
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Where men with other than man's eyes 
Saw thy sun rise. 

For theirs thou wast and thine were thcv 
Whose names outshine thy very day ; 
For they are thine and theirs thou art 
Whose blood beats living in man's heart. 
Remembering ages fled and dead 
Wherein for thy sake these men bled ; 
They that saw Trebia, they that see 
Mentana, they in years to be 
That shall see thee. 

For thine are all of us, and ours 
Thou ; till the seasons bring to birth 

A perfect people, and all the powers 
Be with them that bear fruit on earth ; 

Till the inner heart of man be one 

With freedom, and the sovereign sun ; 

And Time, in likeness of a guide^ 

Lead the Republic as a bride 

Up to God's side. 
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O HEART of hearts, the chalice of love's fire, 

Hid round with flowers and all the bounty of bloom ; 
O wonderful and perfect heart, for whom 

The l)rrist liberty made life a lyre ; . 

O heavenly heart, at whose most dear desire 
Dead love, living and singing, cleft his tomb, 
And with him risen and regent in death's room 

All day thy choral pulses rang full choir ; 

O heart whose beating blood was running song, 
O sole thing sweeter than thine own songs were. 
Help us for thy free love's sake to be free. 

True for thy truth's sake, for thy strength's sake strong, 
Till very liberty make clean and fair 
The nursing earth as the sepulchral sea. 
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Is thine hour come to wake, O slumbering Night ? 

Hath not the Dawn a message in thine ear ? 

Though thou be stone and sleep, yet shalt thou hear 
When the word falls from heaven — ^Let there be light 
Thou knowest we would not do thee the despite 

To wake thee while the old sorrow and shame were 
near; 

We spake not loud for thy sake, and for fear 
Lest thou shouldst lose the rest that was thy right, 
The blessing given thee that was thine alone, 
The happiness to sleep and to be stone : 

Nay, we kept silence of thee for thy sake 
Albeit we knew thee alive, and left with thee 
The great good gift to feel not nor to see ; 

But will not yet thine Angel bid thee wake ? 
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PART I. 



It is an hour before the hour of dawn. 
Set in mine hand my staff and leave me here 
Outside the hollow house that blind men fear. 

More blind than I who live on life withdrawn 
And feel on eyes that see not but foresee 
The shadow of death which clothes Antigone. 

Here lay her living body that here lies 

Dead, if man living know what thing is death, 
If life be all made up of blood and breath, 

And no sense be save as of ears and eyes. 

But heart there is not, tongue there is not found, 
To think or sing what verge hath life or bound. 

In the beginning when the powers that made 
The young child man a little loved him, seeing 
His joy of life and fair face of his being. 

And bland and laughing with the man-child played, 
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As friends they saw on our divine one day 
King Cadmus take to queen Harmonia. 



The strength of soul that builds up as with hands 
Walls spiritual and towers and towns of thought 
Which only fate, not force, can bring to nought, 

Took then to wife the light of all men's lands. 
War's child and love's, most sweet and wise and 

strong, 
Order of things and rule and guiding song. 

It was long since : yea, even the sun that saw 
Remembers hardly what was, nor how long, 
And now the wise heart of the worldly song 

Is perished, and the holy hand of law 
Can set no tune on time, nor help again 
The power of thought to build up life for men# 



Yea, surely are they now transformed or dead, 
And sleep below this world, where no sun warms, 
Or move about it now in formless forms 

Incognizable, and all their lordship fled ; 
And where they stood up singing crawl and hiss 
With fangs that kill behind their lips that kiss. 
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Yet though her marriage-garment, seeming fair 
Was dyed in sin and woven of jealousy 
To turn their seed to poison, time shall see 

The gods reissue from them, and repair 
Their broken stamp of godhead, and again 
Thought and wise love sing words of law to men. 

I, Tiresias the prophet, seeing in Thebes 
Much evil, and the misery of men's hands 
Who sow with fruitless wheat the stones and sands, 

With fruitful thorns the fallows and warm glebes, 
Bade their hands hold lest worse hap came to pass ^ 
But which of you had heed of Tiresias ? 

I am as Time's self in nunc own wearied mind, 
Whom the strong heavy-footed years have led 
From night to night and dead men unto dead, 

And from the blind hope to the memory blind ; 
For each man's life is woven, as Time's life is, 
Of blind young hopes and old blind memories. 

I am a soul outside of death and birth. 
I see before me and afterward I see, 
O child, O corpse, the live dead face of thee, 

^Vhose life and death are one thing upon earth 
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Where day kills night and night again kills day 
And dies ; but where is that Harmonia ? 

O all-beholden light not seen of me, 
Air, and warm winds that under the sun's eye 
Stretch your strong wings at morning ; and thou, sky, 

Whose hollow circle engirdling earth and sea 
All night the set stars limit, and all day 
The moving sun remeasures ; ye, I say, 

Ye heights of hills, and thou Dircean spring 
Inviolable, and ye towers that saw cast down 
Seven kings keen-sighted toward your seven-faced 
town 

And quenched the red seed of one sightless king ; 
And thou, for death less dreadful than for birth, 
Whose wild leaves hide the horror of the earth, 

O mountain whereon gods made chase of kings, 
Cithseron, thou that sawest on Pentheus dead 
Fangs of a mother fasten and wax red 

And satiate with a son thy swollen springs. 

And heardst her cry fright all thine eyries' nests 
Who gave death suck at sanguine-suckling breasts ; 

Yea, and a grief more grievous, without name, 
A curse too grievous for the name of grief, 
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Thou sawest, and heardst the rumour scare belief 
Even unto death and madness, when the flame 
Was lit whose ashes dropped about the pyre 
That of two brethren made one sundering fire ; 

bitter nurse, that on thine hard bare knees 
Rear'dst for his fate the bloody-footed child 
AVhose hands should be more bloodily defiled 

And the old blind feet walk wearier ways than these. 
Whose seed, brought forth in darkness unto doom. 
Should break as fire out of his mother's womb ; 

1 bear you witness as ye bear to me. 

Time, day, night, sun, stars, life, death, air, sea, earth. 
And ye that round the human house of birth 
Watch with veiled heads and weaponed hands, and see 
Good things and evil, strength! ess yet and dumb, 
Sit in the clouds with cloudlike hours to come ; 

Ye forces without form and viewless powers 
That have the keys of all our years in hold, 
That prophesy too late with tongues of gold, 

In a strange speech whose words are perished hours, 
I witness to you what good things ye give 
As ye to me what evil while I live. 
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What should I do to blame you, what to praisCi 

For floral hours and hours funereal? 

What should I do to curse or bless at all 
For winter-woven or summer-coloured days ? 

Curse he that will and bless you whoso cani 

I have no common part in you with man. 

I hear a springing water, whose quick sound 
Makes softer the soft sunless patient air, 
And the wind's hand is laid on my thin hair 

Light as a lover's, and the grasses round 
Have odours in them of green bloom and rain 
Sweet as the kiss wherewith sleep kisses pain. 

i hear the low sound of the spring of time 
Still beating as the low live throb of blood. 
And where its waters gather head and flood 

I hear change moving on them, and the chime 
Across them of reverberate wings of hours 
Sounding, and feel the future air of flowers. 

The wind of change is soft as snow, and sweet 
The sense thereof as roses in the sun. 
The flEunt wind springing with the springs that run^ 

The dim sweet smell of flowering hopes, and heat 
Of unbeholden sunrise ; yet how long 
I know not, till the morning put, forth song 
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T prophesy of life, who live with death ; 

Of joy, being sad ; of sunlight, who am blind ; 

Of man, whose ways are alien from mankind 
And his lips are not parted with man's breath ; 

J am a word out of the speechless years, 
^ The tongue of time, that no man sleeps who hears. 

I stand a shadow across the door of doom, 
Athwart the lintel of death's house, and wait ; 
Nor quick nor dead, nor flexible by fate, 

Nor quite of earth nor wholly of the tomb ; 
A voice, a vision, light as fire or air, 
Driven between days that shall be and that were. 

I prophesy, with feet upon a grave, 

Of death cast out and life devouring death 

As flame doth wood and stubble with a breath ; 

Of freedom, though all manhood were one slave ; 
Of truth, though all the world were liar ; of love. 
That time nor hate can raze the witness of. 

Life that was given for love's sake and his law's 
Their powers have no more power on ; they divide 
Spoils wrung from lust or wrath of man or pride^ 

And keen oblivion without pity or pause 
Sets them on fire and scatters them on air 
Like ashes shaken firom a suppliant's hair. 
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But life they lay no hand on ; life once given 
No force of theirs hath competence to take j 
Life that was given for some divine thing's sake, 

To mix the bitterness of earth with heaven, 
Light with man's night, and music with his breath, 
Dies not, but makes its living food of death. 

I have seen this, who live where men are not, 

In the high starless air of fruitful night 

On that serenest and obscurest height 
Where dead and imbom things are one in thought 

And whence the live unconquerable springs 

Feed full of force the torrents of new things. 

I have seen this, who saw long since, being man, 
As now I know not if indeed I be. 
The fair bare body of Wisdom, good to see 

And evil, whence my light and night began ; 
Light on the goal and darkness on the way. 
Light all through night and darkness all through day. 

Mother, that by that Pegasean spring 
Didst fold roimd in thine arms thy blinded son. 
Weeping " O holiest, what thing hast thou done. 

What, to ray child ? woe's me that see the thing 1 
Is this thy love to me-ward, and hereof 
Must I take sample how the gods can love ? 
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" O child, thou hast seen indeed, poor child of mine, 
The breasts and flanks of Pallas bare in sight, 
But never shalt see more the dear sun's light ; 

O Helicon, how great a pay is thine 
For some poor antelopes and wild-deer dead, 
My child's eyes hast thou taken in their stead — " 

Mother, thou knewest not what she had to give, 

Thy goddess, though then angered, for mine eyes ; 

Fame and foreknowledge, and to be most wise, 
And centuries of high-thoughted life to live, 

And in mine hand this guiding stafif to be 

As eyesight to the feet of men that see. 

Perchance I shall not die at all, nor pass 
The general door and lintel of men dead ; 
Yet even the very tongue of wisdom said 

What grace should come with death to Tiresias, 
What special honour that God's hand accord 
Who gathers all men's nations as their lord. 

And sometimes when the secret eye of thought 
Is changed with obscuration, and the sense 
Aches with long pain of hollow prescience. 

And fiery foresight with foresuffering bought 
Seems even to infect my spirit and consume, 
Hunger and thirst come on me for the tomb. 
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I could be &in to drink my death and sleep. 
And no more wrapped about with bitter dreams 
Talk with the stars and with the winds and streams 

And with the inevitable years, and weep ; 
For how should he who communes with the years 
Be sometime not a living spring of tears ? 

O child, that guided of thine only will 
Didst set thy maiden foot against the gate 
To strike it open ere thine hour of fate, 

Antigone, men say not thou didst ill, 
For love's sake and the reverence of his awe 
Divinely dying, slain by mortal law ; 

For love is awfiil as immortal death. 
And through thee surely hath thy brother won 
Rest, out of sight of oiu: world-weary sun, 

And in the dead land where ye ghosts draw breath 
A royal place and honour ; so wast thou 
Happy, though earth have hold of thee too now. 

So hast thou life and name inviolable 

And joy it may be, sacred and severe, 

Joy secret-souled beyond aU hope or fear, 
A monumental joy wherein to dwell 

Secluse and silent, a selected state, 

Serene possession of thy proper fate. 
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Thou art not dead as these are dead who live 
Full of blind years, a sorrow-shaken kind, 
Nor as these are am I the prophet blind ; 

They have not life that have not heart to give 
Life, nor have eyesight who lack heart to see 
When to be not is better than to be. 

O ye whom time but bears with for a span. 
How long will ye be blind and dead, how long 
Make your own souls part of your own soul's wrong ? 

Son of the word of the most high gods, man, 
Why wilt thou make thine,hour of light and breath 
Emptier of all but shame than very death ? 

Fool, wilt thou live for ever? though thou care 
With all thine heart for life to keep it fast. 
Shall not thine hand forego it at the last? 

Lo, thy sure hour shall take thee by the hair 
Sleeping, or when thou knowest not, or wouldst fly ; 
And as men died much mightier shalt thou die. 

Yea, they are dead, men much more worth than thou ; 

The savour of heroic lives that were, 

Is it not mixed into thy common air? 
The sense of them is shed about thee now : 

Feel not thy brows a wind blowing from far ? 

Aches not thy forehead with a future star? 
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The light that thou may'st make out of thy name 
Is in the wind of this same hour that drives, 
Blown within reach but once of all men's lives ; 

And he that puts forth hand upon the flame 
Shall have it for a garland on his head 
To sign him for a king among the dead. 

But these men that the lessening years behold, 
Who sit the most part without flame or crown, 
And brawl and sleep and wear their life-days down 

With joys and griefs ignobler than of old. 
And care not if the better day shall be, — 
Are these or art thou dead, Antigone? 



PART II. 

As when one wakes out of a waning dream 
And sees with instant eyes the naked thought 
Whereof the vision as a web was wrought, 

I saw beneath a heaven of cloud and gleam^ 
Ere yet the heart of the young sun waxed brave, 
One like a prophet standing by a grave. 

In the hoar heaven was hardly beam or breath, 
And all the coloured hills and fields were grey, 
And the wind wandered seeking for the day, 
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And wailed as though he had found her done to death 
And this grey hour had built to bury her 
The hollow twilight for a sepulchre. 

But in my soul I saw as in a glass 
A pale and living body full of grace 
There l)dng, and over it the prophet's face 

Fixed ; and the face was not of Tiresias, 
For such a starry fire was in his eyes 
As though their light it was that made the skies. 

Such eyes should God's have been when very love 
Looked forth of them and set the sun aflame, 
And such his lips that called the light by name 

And bade the morning forth at soimd thereof; 
His face was sad and masterful as fate, 
And like a star's his look compassionate. 

Like a star's gazed on of sad eyes so long 
It seems to yearn with pity, and all its fire 
As a man's heart to tremble with desire 

And heave as though the light would bring forth song ; 
Yet from his face flashed lightning on the land, 
And like the thunder-bearer's was his hand. 

The steepness of strange stairs had tired his feet, 
And his lips yet seemed sick of that salt bread 
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Wherewith the lips of banishment are fed ; 
But nothing was there in the world so sweet 
As the most bitter love, like God's own grace, 
Wherewith he gazed on that fair buried face. 

Grief and glad pride and passion and sharp shame, 
Wrath and remembrance, fiEuth and hope and hate 
And pitiless pity of days degenerate, 

Were in his eyes as an incorporate flame 
That burned about her, and the heart thereof 
And central flower was very fire of love. 

But all about her grave wherein she slept 
Were noises of the wild wind-footed years 
Whose footprints flying were full of blood and 
tearsy 

Shrieks as of Maenads on their hills that leapt 
And yelled as beasts of ravin, and their meat 
Was the rent flesh of their own sons to eat : 

And fiery shadows passing with strange cries, 
And Sphinx-like shapes about the ruined lands. 
And the red reek of parricidal hands 

And intermixture of incestuous eyes. 
And light as of that self-divided flame 
Which made an end of the Cadmean name. 



TIRESIAS. 22 T 

And I beheld again, and lo the grave, 
And the bright body laid therein as dead, 
And the same shadow across another head 

That bowed down silent on that sleeping slave 
Who was the lady of empire from her birth 
And light of all the kingdoms of the earth. 

Within the compass of the watcher's hand 
All strengths of other men and divers powers 
Were held at ease and gathered up as flowers ; 

His heart was as the heart of his whole land, 
And at his feet as natural servants lay 
Twilight and dawn and night and labouring day. 

He was most awfiil of the sons of God. 

Even now men seeing seemed at his lips to see 

The trumpet of the judgment that should be, 
And in his right hand terror for a rod. 

And in the breath that made the mountains bow 

The homed flre of Moses on his brow. 

< 

The strong wind of the coming of the Lord 

Had blown as flame upon him, and brought down 
On his bare head from heaven fire for a crown, 

And fire was girt upon him as a sword 

To smite and lighten, and on what ways he trod 
There fell from him the shadow of a God. 
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Pale, with the whole world's judgment in his eyes, 
He stood and saw the grief and shame endiure 
That he, though highest of angels, might not cure. 

And the same sins done under the same skies, 
And the same slaves to the same tyrants thrown, 
And fain he would have slept, and fain been stone. 

But with imslumbering eyes he watched the sleep 
That sealed her sense whose eyes were suns of old ; 
And the night shut and opened, and behold, 

The same grave where those prophets came to weep. 
But she that lay therein had moved and stirred. 
And where those twain had watched her stood a third. 

The tripled rhyme that closed in Paradise 
With Love's name sealing up its starry speech— 
The tripled might of hand that found in reach 

All crowns beheld far off of all men's eyes. 
Song, colour, carven wonders of live stone — 
These were not, but the very soul alone. 

The living spirit, the good gift of grace. 
The faith which takes of its own blood to give 
That the dead veins of buried hope may live, 

Came on her sleeping, face to naked face. 
And from a soul more sweet than all the south 
Breathed love upon her sealed and breathless mouth. 



I 
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Between her lips the breath was blown as fire, 
And through her flushed veins leapt the liquid life, 
And with sore passion and ambiguous strife 

The new birth rent her and the new desire, 
The will to Hve, the competence to be, 
The sense to hearken and the soul to see. 

And the third prophet standing by her grave 

Stretched forth his hand and touched her, and her eyes 
Opened as sudden suns in heaven might rise. 

And her soul caught from his the faith to save ; 
Faith above creeds, faith beyond records, bom 
Of the pure, naked, fruitful, awful mom. 

For in the daybreak now that night was dead 
The light, the shadow, the delight, the pain. 
The purpose and the passion of those twain, 

Seemed gathered on that third prophetic head, 
And all their crowns were as one crown, and one 
His face with her face in the Hving sun. 

For even with that communion of their eyes 

His whole soul passed into her and made her strong ; 

And all the sounds and shows of shame and wrong, 
The hand that slays, the lip that mocks and lies. 

Temples and thrones that yet men seem to see, — 

Are these dead or art thou dead, Italy ? 
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Maiden most beautiful, mother most bountiful, lady of 

lands, 
Queen and republican, crowned of the centuries whose 

years are thy sands, 
See for thy sake what we bring to thee, Italy, here in our 

hands. 

This is the banner thy gonfalon, fair in the front of thy 
fight, 

Red from the hearts that were pierced for thee, white as 
thy mountains are white. 

Green as the spring of thy soul everlasting, whose life- 
blood is light 

Take to thy bosom thy banner, a fair bird fit for the nest, 
Feathered for flight into sunrise or sunset, for eastward or 

west. 
Fledged for the flight everlasting, but held yet warm to 

thy breast 
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Gather it close to thee, song-bird or storm-bearer, eagie 

or dove, 
Lift it to sunward, a beacon beneath to the beacon above. 
Green as our hope in it, white as our faith in it, red as 

our love. 

Thunder and splendour of lightning are hid in the folds 

of it furled ; 
\Vho shall unroll it but thou, as thy bolt to be handled 

and hurled. 
Out of whose lips is the honey, whose bosom the milk of 

the world ? 

Out of thine hands hast thou fed us with pasture of coloiu: 
and song ; 

Glory and beauty by birthright to thee as thy garments 
belong; 

Out of thine hands thou shalt give us as surely deli- 
verance from wrong. 

Out of thine eyes thou hast shed on us love as a lamp in 
our night, 

Wisdom a lodestar to ships, and remembrance a flame- 
coloured light j 

Out of thine eyes thou shalt shew us as surely the sun- 
dawn of right 

Q 
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Turn to us, speak to us, Italy, mother, but once and a 

word. 
None shall not follow thee, none shall not serve thee, 

not one that has heard ; 
Twice hast thou spoken a message, and time is athirst foi 

the third. 

Kingdom and empire of peoples thou hadst, and thy 

lordship made one 
North sea and south sea and east men and west men that 

look on the sim ; 
Spirit was .in thee and counsel, when soul in the nations 

was iione. 

Banner and beacon thou wast to the centuries of storm- 
wind and foam, 

Ages that clashed in the dark with each other, and years 
without home ; 

Empress and prophetess wast thou, and what wilt thou 
now be, O Rome ? 

Ah, by the faith and the hope and the love that have 

need of thee now. 
Shines not thy face with the forethought of freedom, and 

bums not thy brow ? 
Who is against her but all men ? and who is beside her 

but thou ? 
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Art thou not better than all men ? and where shall she 
turn but to thee ? 

Lo, not a breath, not a beam, not a beacon from mid- 
land to sea ; 

Freedom cries out for a sign among nations, and none 
will be free. 

England in doubt of her, France in despair of her, all 

without heart — 
Stand on her side in the vanward of ages, and strike on 

her part I 
Strike but one stroke for the love of her love of thee, 

sweet that thou art ! 

Take in thy right hand thy banner, a strong staff fit for 

thine hand ; 
Forth at the light of it lifted shall foul things flock from 

the land ; 
Faster than stars from the sun shall they fly, being 

lighter than sand. 

Green thing to green in the summer makes answer, and 

rose-tree to rose ; 
Lily by lily the } ear becomes perfect ; and none of us 

knows 
What thing is fairest of all things on earth as it brightenii 

and blows. 

o 3 
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This thing is fairest in all time of all things, in all time is 

best- 
Freedom, that made thee, our mother, and suckled her 

sons at thy breast ; 
Take to thy bosom the nations, and there shall the world 

come to rest 



ff 
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ON THE DOWNS. 

A FAINT sea without wind or sun ; 
A sky like flameless vapour dun ; 

A valley like an unsealed grave 
That no man cares to weep upon, 

Bare, without boon to crave, 
Or flower to save. 

And on the lip's edge of the down, 
Here where the bent-grass bums to brown 

In the dry sea-wincl, and the heath 
Crawls to the clifif-side and looks down, 

I watch, and hear beneath 
The low tide breathe. 

Along the long lines of the cliff, 
Down the flat sea-line without skiff 

Or sail or back-blown fume for mark, 
Through wind-worn heads of heath and stiff 

Stems blossomless and stark 
With dry spra)rs dark, 
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I send mine eyes out as for news 
Of comfort that all these refuse, 

Tidings of light or living air 
From windward where the low clouds muse 

And the sea blind and bare 
Seems full of care. 

So is it now as it was then, 

And as men have been such are men. 

There as I stood I seem to stand, 
Here sitting chambered, and again 

Feel spread on either hand 
Sky, sea, and land. 

As a queen taken and stripped and bound 
Sat earth, discoloured and discrowned ; 

As a king's palace empty and dead 
The sky was, without light or sound 3 

And on the sunmier's head 
Were ashes shed. 

Scarce wind enough was on the sea, 
Scarce hope enough there moved in me, 

To sow with live blown flowers of white 
The green plain's sad serenity. 

Or with stray thoughts of light 
Touch my soul's sight 
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By footless ways and sterile went 
My thought unsatisfied, and bent 

With blank unspeculative eyes 
On the untracked sands of discontent 

Where, watched of helpless skies, 
Life hopeless lies. 

East and west went my soul to find 
Light, and the world was bare and blind 

And the soil herbless where she trod 
And saw men laughing scourge mankind, 

Unsmitten by the rod 
Of any God. 

Out of time's blind old eyes were shed 
Tears that were mortal, and left dead 

The heart and spirit of the years. 
And on man's fallen and helmless head 

Time's disanointing tears 
Fell cold as fears. 

Hope flowering had but strength to bear 
The fruitless fruitage of despair ; 

Grief trod the grapes of joy for wine, 
Whereof love drinking unaware 

Died as one undivine 
And made no sign. 
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And soul and body dwelt apart ; 
And weary wisdom without heart 

Stared on the dead round heaven and sighed, 
'^ Is death too hollow as thou art. 

Or as man's living pride ?" 
And saying so died. 

And my soul heard the songs and groans 
That are about and under thrones, 

And felt through all time's murmur thrill 
Fate's old imperious semitones 

That made of good and ill 
One same tune stilL 

Then " Where is God ? and where is aid ? 
Or what good end of these ?" she said ; 

" Is there no God or end at all. 
Nor reason with unreason weighed, 

Nor force to disenthral 
Weak feet that fall ? 

" No light to lighten and no rod 

To chasten men ? Is there no God Y* 

So girt with anguish, iron-zoned. 
Went my soul weeping as she trod 

Between the men enthroned 
And men that groaned. 
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fool, that for brute cries of wrong 
Heard not the grey glad mother's song 

Ring response from the hills and waves, 
But heard harsh noises all day long 

Of spirits that were slaves 
And dwelt in graves. 

The wise word of the secret earth 

Who knows what life and death are worth, 

And how no help and no control 
Can speed or stay things come to birth, 

Nor all worlds' wheels that roll 
Crush one bom souL 

With all her tongues of life and death, 
With all her bloom and blood and breath, 

From all years dead and all things done, 
In the ear of man the mother saith, 

" There is no God, O son. 
If thou be none." 

So my soul sick with watching heard 
That day the wonder of that word, 

And as one springs out of a dream 
Sprang, and the stagnant wells were stirred 

Whence flows through gloom and gleam 
Thought's soundless stream. 
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Out of pale cliff and sunburnt heath, 
Out of the low sea curled beneath 

In the land's bending arm embayed, 
Out of all lives that thought hears breathe 

Life within life inlaid, 
Was answer made. 

A multitudinous monotone 

Of dust and flower and seed and stone, 

In the deep sea-rock's mid-sea sloth^ 
In the live water's trembling zone, 

In all men love and loathe, 
One God at growth. 

One forceful nature uncreate 

That feeds itself with death and fate, 

Evil and good, and change and time. 
That within all men lies at wait 

Till the hour shall bid them climb 
And live sublime. 

For all things come by fate to flower 
At their unconquerable hour, 

And time brings truth, and truth makes free, 
And freedom fills time's veins with power. 

As, brooding on that sea. 
My thought filled me. 



ON THE DOWNS, 235 

And the sun smote the clouds and slew, 
And from the sun the sea's breath blew, 

And white waves laughed and turned and fled 
The long green heaving sea-field through, 

And on them overhead 
The sky burnt red. 

Like a furled flag that wind sets free, 
On the swift summer-coloured sea 

Shook out the red lines of the light, 
The live sun's standard, blown to lee 

Across the live sea's white 
And green delight 

And with divine triumphant awe 
My spirit moved within me saw. 

With burning passion of stretched eyes. 
Clear as the light's own firstborn law, 

In windless wastes of skies 
Time's deep dawn rise. 
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Put in the sickles and reap ; 
For the morning of harvest is red, 
And the long large ranks of the com 
Coloured and clothed as the mom 
Stand thick in the fields and deep 

For them that faint to be fed. 
Let all that hunger and weep 

Come hither, and who would have bread 
Put in the sickles and reap. 



Coloured and clothed as the mom, 
The grain grows mddier than gold, 
And the good strong sun is alight 
In the mists of the day-dawn white, 
And the crescent, a faint sharp hom. 

In the fear of his face turns cold 
As the snakes of the night-time that creep 

From the flag of our faith unrolled. 
Put in the sickles and reap. 
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In the mists of the day-dawn white 
That roll round the morning star, 
The large flame lightens and grows 
Till the red-gold harvest-rows, 
Full-grown, are full of the light 

As the spirits of strong men are, 
Crying, Who shall slumber or sleep ? 

Who put back morning or mar ? 
Put in the sickles and reap. 

Till the red-gold harvest-rows 
For miles through shudder and shine 
In the wind's breath, fed with the sun, 
A thousand spear-heads as one 
Bowed as for battle to close 
Line in rank against line 
With place and station to keep 
Till all men's hands at a sign 
Put in the sickles and reap. 

A thousand spear-heads as one 
Wave as with swing of the sea 
When the mid tide sways at its height 
For the hour is for harvest or fight 
In face of the just calm sun. 
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As the signal in season may be 
And the lot in the helm may leap 

When chance shall shake it ; but ye, 
Put in the sickles and reap. 

For the hour is for harvest or fight 
To clothe with raiment of red ; 
O men sore stricken of hours, 
Lo, this one, is not it ours 
To glean, to gather, to smite ? 

Let none make risk of his head 
Within reach of the clean scythe-sweep, 
When the people that lay as the dead 
Put in the sickles and reap. 

Lo, this one, is not it ours, 
Now the ruins of dead things rattle 
As dead men's bones in the pit, 
Now the kings wax lean as they sit 
Girt round with memories of powers, 

With musters counted as cattle 
And armies folded as sheep 

Till the red blind husbandman battie 
Put in the sickles and reap ? 

Now the kings wax lean as they sit, 
The people grow strong to stand ; 
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The men they trod on and spat, 
The dumb dread people that sat 
As corpses cast in a pit, 

Rise up with God at their hand, 
And thrones are hurled on a heap. 

And strong men, sons of the land, 
Put in the sickles and reap. 

The dumb dread people that sat 
All night without screen for the night. 
All day without food for the day. 
They shall give not their harvest away, 
They shall eat of its fruit and wax fat : 

They shall see the desire of their sight. 
Though the ways of the seasons be steep. 
They shall climb with face to the light. 
Put in the sickles and reap. 
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ODE ON THE INSURRECTION IN CANDIA. 

Str. I. 

I LAID my laurel-leaf 

At the white feet of grief, 
Seeing how with covered face and plumeless wings, 

With unreverted head 

Veiled, as who mourns his dead, 
Lay Freedom couched between the thrones of kings, 

A wearied lion without lair, 
And bleeding from base wounds, and vexed with alien air. 

Str. 2. 

Who was it, who, put poison to thy mouth, 

Who lulled with craft or chant thy vigilant eyes, 
O light of all men, lamp to north and south. 

Eastward and westward, under all men's skies ? 
For if thou sleep, we perish, and thy name 

Dies with the dying of our ephemeral breath ; 
And if the dust of death o'eigrows thy flame. 

Heaven also is darkened with the dust of death. 



THE INSURRECTION IN CANDIA. 241 

If thou be mortal, if thou change or cease, 
If thine hand fail, or thine eyes turn from Greece, 
Thy first-bom, and the first-fruits of thy fame, 
God is no God, and man is moulded out of shame. 

Str. 3. 

Is there change in the secret skies, 
In the sacred places that see 
The divine beginning of things, 
The weft of the web of the world ? 
Is Freedom a worm that dies, 
And God no God of the free ? 

Is heaven like as earth with her kings 
And time as a serpent curled 
Round life as a tree ? 

From the steel-bound snows of the north 
From the mystic mother, the east, 
From the sands of the fiery south. 
From the low-lit clouds of the west, 
A sound of a cry is gone forth ; 
Arise, stand up from the feast. 
Let wine be far fi-om the mouth, 
Let no man sleep or take rest, 
TUl the plague hath ceased, 
k 
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Let none rejoice or make mirth 
Till the evil thing be stayed, 
Nor grief be lulled in the lute, 
Nor hope be loud on the lyre ; 
Let none be glad upon earth. 
O music of young man and maid, 
O songs of the bride, be mute. 
For the light of her eyes, her desire. 
Is the soul dismayed. 

It is not a land new-bom 
That is scourged of a stranger's hand, 
That is rent and consumed with flame. 
We have known it of old, this face, 
With itc cheeks and the tresses torn. 
With 5hame on the brow as a brand. 
We have named it of old by name, 
The land of the royallest race, 
The most holy land. 

Str. 4. 

Had I words of fire, 

Whose words are weak as snow ; 
Were my heart a lyre 

Whence all its love might flow 
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In the mighty modulations of desire, 

In the notes wherewith man's passion worships woe ; 

Could my song release 

The thought weak words confine, 
And my grief, O Greece, 

Prove how it worships thine ; 
It would move with pulse of war the limbs of peace 
Till she flushed and trembled and became divine. 

(Once she held for true 

This truth of sacred strain ; 
Though blood drip like dew 
And life run down like rain. 
It is better that war spare but one or two 
Than that many live, and liberty be slain.) 

Then with fierce increase 

And bitter mother's mirth, 
From the womb of peace, 
A womb that yearns for birth, 
As a man-child should deliverance come to Greece, 
As a saviour should the child be bom on earth. 

Str. 5. 

O that these my days had been 
Ere white peace and shame were wed 

K 2 
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Without torch or dancCTs' din 
Round the unsacred marriage-bed ! 
For of old the sweet-tongued law, 
Freedom, clothed with all men's love, 
Girt about with all men's awe. 
With the wild war-eagle mated 
The white breast of peace the dove. 
And his ravenous heart abated 
And his windy wings were furled 
In an eyrie consecrated 
Where the snakes of strife uncurled, 
And her soul was soothed and sated 
With the welfare of the world. 

Ant. I. 

• 

But now, dose-dad with peace, 

While war lays hand on Greece, 
The kingdoms and their kings stand by to see ; 

" Aha, we are strong," they say, 

"We are sure, we are well," even they ; 
" And if we serve, what ails ye to be free ? 

We are warm, dothed round with peace and shame ; 
But ye lie dead and naked, dying for a name." 

Ant. 2. 

O kings and queens and nations miserable, 
O fools and blind, and fidl of sins and fears, 
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With these it is, with you it is not well ; 

Ye have one hour, but these the immortal years. 
These for a pang, a breath, a pulse of pain. 

Have honour, while that honour on earth shall be ; 
Ye for a little sleep and sloth shall gain 

Scorn, while one man of all men bom is free. 
Even as the depth more deep than night or day, 
The sovereign heaven that keeps its eldest way, 
So without chance or change, so without stain. 
The heaven of their high memories shall nor wax nor wane. 

Ant. 3. 

As the soul on the lips of the dead 
Stands poising her wings for flight, 
A bird scarce quit of her prison, 
But fair without form or flesh. 
So stands over each man's head 
A splendour of imminent light, 
A glory of fame rearisen. 
Of day rearisen afresh 
From the hells of night 

In the himdred cities of Crete 
Such glory was not of old, 
Though her name was great upon earth 
And her face was fair on the sea. 
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The words of her lips were sweet, 
Her days were woven with gold, 
Her finiits came timely to birth ; 
So fair she was, being free, 
Who is bought and sold. 



So fair, who is fairer now 
With her children dead at her side, 
Unsceptred, imconsecrated, 
Unapparelled, unhelped, unpitied. 
With blood for gold on her brow. 
Where the towery tresses divide ; 
The goodly, the golden-gated. 

Many-crowned, many-named, many-citied, 
Made like as a bride. 



And these are the bridegroom's gifts ; 
Anguish that straitens the breath. 
Shame, and the weeping of mothers. 
And the suckling dead at the breast. 
White breast that a long sob lifts ; 

And the dumb dead mouthy which saith, 
" How long, and how long, my brothers ?* 
And wrath which endures not rest, 
And the pains of death. 
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Ant. 4. 

Ah, but would that meii, 

With eyelids purged by tears, 
Saw, and beard again 
With consecrated ears, 
All the damour, all the splendour, all the slain, 
Ati the lights and sounds of war, the fates and fears ; 

Saw far off aspire. 

With crash of mine and gate. 
From a single pyre 

The myriad flames of fate, 
Soul by soul transfigured in funereal fire. 
Hate made weak by love, and love made strong by hate , 

Children without speech. 

And many a nursing breast ; 
Old men in the breach. 
Where death sat down a guest ; 
With triumphant lamentation made for each. 
Let the world salute their ruin and their rest 

In one iron hour 

The crescent flared and waned. 
As from tower to tower. 

Fire-scathed and sanguine-stained, 
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Death, with flame in hand, an open bloodred flower, 
Passed, and where it bloomed no bloom of life remained. 

Ant. <. 

Hear, thou earth, the heavy-hearted 
Weary niirse of waning races ; 
From the dust of years departed. 
From obscure funereal places, 
Raise again thy sacred head, 
Lift the light up of thine eyes ; 
Where are they of all thy dead 
That did more than these men dying 
In their godlike Grecian wise ? 
Not with garments rent and sighing, 
Neither guts of myrrh and gold, 
Shall their sons lament them lying, 
Lest the £une of them wax cold ; 
But with lives to lives replying, 
And a worship from of old. 

£P0D£. 

O sombre heart of earth and swoln with grief. 
That in thy time wast as a bird for mirth, 

Dim womb of life and many a seed and sheaf. 
And full of changes, ancient heart of earth, 

From grain and flower, from grass and every leaf. 
Thy mysteries and thy multitudes of birth, 
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From hollow and hill, from vales and all thy springs, 
From all shapes bom and breath of all lips made, 
From thunders, and the sound of winds and wings. 
From light, and from the solemn sleep of shade, 
From the full fountains of all living things, 

Speak, that this plague be stayed. 
Bear witness all the ways of death and life 
If thou be with us in the world's old strife, 

If thou be mother indeed, 

And from these wounds that bleed 
Gather in thy great breast the dews that faU^ 

And on thy sacred knees 

Lull with mute melodies, 
Mother, thy sleeping sons in death's dim halL 

For these thy sons, behold. 

Sons of thy sons of old, 
Bear witness if these be not as they were \ 

If that high name of Greece 

Depart, dissolve, decease 
From mouths of men and memories like as air. 

By the last milk that drips 

Dead on the child's dead lips. 
By old men's white unviolated hair, 

By sweet unburied faces 

That fill those red high places 
Where death and freedom found one lion's lair, 



250 THE INSURRECTION IN CANDIA. 

By all the bloodred tears 

That fill the chaliced yean, 
The vessels of the sacrament of time, 

Wherewith, O thou most holy, 

O Freedom, sm-e and slowly 
Thy ministrant white hands cleanse earth of crime ; 

Though we stand off afar 

Where slaves and slaveries are, 
Among the chains and crowns of poisonous peace ; 

Though not the beams that shMie 

Prom rent Arcadion 
Can melt her mists and bid her snows decrease ; 

Do thou with sudden wings 

Darken the face of kings, 
But turn again the beauty of thy brows on Greece ; 

Thy white and woundless brows, 

Whereto her great heart bows ; 
Give her the glories of thine eyes to see \ 

Turn thee, O holiest head, 

Toward all thy quick and dead. 
For love's sake of the souls that cry for thee ; 

O love, O light, O flame, 

By thine own Grecian name, 
We call thee and we charge thee that all these be free. 

Jan, 1867. 
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*«NON DOLEtr 

It does not hurt. She looked along the knife 
Smiling, and watched the thick drops mix and run 
Down the sheer blade; not that which had been 
done 

Could hurt the sweet sense of the Roman wife, 

But that which was to do yet ere the strife 
Could end for each for ever, and the sun : 
Nor was the palm yet nor was peace yet won 

While pain had power upon her husband's life. 

It does not hurt, Italia. Thou art more 
Than bride to bridegroom ; how shalt thou not take 
The gift love's blood has reddened for thy sake ? 

Was not thy lifeblood given for ns before ? 
And if love's heartblood can avail thy need. 
And thou not die, how should it hurt indeed ? 
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EURYDICK 



TO VICTOR HUGO. 



Orpheus, the night is full of tears and cries, 
And hardly for the storm and ruin shed 
Can even thine eyes be certain of her head 

Who never passed out of thy spirit's eyes, 

But stood and shone before them in such wise 
As when with love her lips and hands were fed, 
And with mute mouth out of the dusty dead 

Strove to make answer when thou bad'st her rise. 

Yet viper-stricken must her lifeblood feel 

The fang that stung her sleeping, the foul germ 
Even when she wakes of hell's most poisonous worm, 

Though now it writhe beneath her wounded heeL 
Turn yet, she will not fade nor fly from thee ; 
Wait« and see hell vield ud Eurvdire 
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AN APPEAL, 



I. 



Art thou indeed among these. 
Thou of the tyrannous crew, 
The kingdoms fed upon blood, 
O queen from of old of the seas, 
England, art thou of them too 
That drink of the poisonous flood, 
That hide under poisonous trees? 



n. 



Nay, thy name from of old, 
Mother, was pure, or we dreamed ; 
Purer we held thee than this, 
Purer fain would we hold ; 
So goodly a glory it seemed, 
A £une so bounteous of bliss, 
So more precious than gold. 
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III. 

A praise so sweet in our ears, 
That thou in the tempest of things 
As a rock for a refuge shouldst stand. 
In the bloodred river of tears 
Poured forth for the triumph of kings ; 
A safeguard, a sheltering land. 
In the thunder and torrent of years. 

rv. 

Strangers came gladly to thee, 

Exiles, chosen of men. 

Safe for thy sake in thy shade. 

Sat down at thy feet and were free. 

So men spake of thee then ; 

Now shall their speaking be stayed ? 

Ah, so let it not be ! 

Not for revenge or affright. 

Pride, or a tyrannous lust. 

Cast from thee the crown of thy praise. 

Mercy was thine in thy might ; 

Strong when thou wert, thou wert just ; 

Now, in the wrong-doing days. 

Cleave thou, thou at least, to the right 
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VL 

How should one charge thee, how sway. 

Save by the memories that were ? 

Not thy gold nor the strength of thy ships, 

Nor the might of thine armies at bay, 

Made thee, mother, most fair ; 

But a word from republican lips 

Said in thy name in thy day. 

VII. 

Hast thou said it, and hast thou forgot ? 
Is thy praise in thine ears as a scotf ? 
Blood of men guiltless was shed. 
Children, and souls without spot, 
Shed, but in places far off; 
Let slaughier no more hCy said 
Milton ; and slaughter was not 

VIII. 

Was it not said of thee too, 

Now, but now, by thy foes, 

By the slaves that had slain their France, 

And thee would slay as they slew — 

'* Down with her walls that enclose 

Freemen that eye us askance, 

Fugitives, men that are true 1*' 
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IX. 

This was thy praise or thy blame 
From bondsman or freeman — to be 
Pm'e from pollution of slaves. 
Clean of their sins, and thy name 
Bloodless, innocent, free ; 
Now if thou be not, thy waves 
Wash not from off thee thy shame. 



Freeman he is not, but slave, 
Whoso in fear for the State 
Cries for surety of blood, 
Help of gibbet and grave ; 
Neither is any land great 
Whom, in her fear-stricken mood, 
These things only can save. 

XI. 

Lo, how fair from afar. 
Taintless of tyranny, stands 
Thy mighty daughter, for years 
Who trod the winepress of war ; 
Shines with immaculate hands ; 
Slays not a foe, neither fears ; 
Stains not peace with a scar. 
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XII. 

Be not as tyrant or slave, 

England ; be not as these, 

Thou that wert other than they. 

Stretch out thine hand, but to save ; 

Put forth thy strength, and release ; 

Lest there arise, if thou slay, 

Thy shame as a ghost from the grave. 

NwitmhtT ao^ 1867. 
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In a vision Liberty stood 

By the childless charm-stricken be^ 
Where, bairen of glory and good, 
Knowing nought if she would not or wouldj 

England slept with her dead. 

Her face that the foam had whitened. 

Her hands that were strong to strive. 
Her eyes whence battle had lightened, 
Over all was a drawn shroud tightened 
To bind her asleep and alive. 

She turned and laughed in her dream 

With grey lips arid and cold ; 
She saw not the face as a beam 
Bum on her, but only a gleam 

Through her sleep as of new-stamped gold 

But the goddess, with terrible tears 
In the light of her down-drawn eyes, 
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Spake fire in the dull sealed ears ; 
" Thou, sick with slumbers and fears, 
Wilt thou sleep now indeed or arise ? 

" With dreams and with words and with light 

Memories and empty desires 
Thou hast wrapped thyself round all night ; 
Thou hast shut up thine heart from the right. 

And warmed thee at burnt-out fires. 

" Yet once if I smote at thy gate. 
Thy sons would sleep not, but heard ; 

O thou that wast found so great. 

Art thou smitten with folly or fate 

That thy sons have forgotten my word ? 

" O Cromwell's mother, O breast 

That suckled Milton ! thy name 
That was beautiful then, that was blest, 
Is it wholly discrowned and deprest. 

Trodden under by sloth into shame ? 

" Why wilt thou hate me and die ? 

For none can hate me and live. 
What ill have I done to thee ? why 
Wilt thou turn from me fighting, and fly, 

Who would follow thy feet and forgive ? 

s 2 
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^ Thou hast seen me stricken, and said, 

What is it to me? I am strong : 
Thou hast seen me bowed down on my dead 
And laughed and lifted thine head, 
And washed thine hands of my wrong. 

** Thou hast put out the soul of thy sight ; 

Thou hast sought to my foemen as friend. 
To my traitors that kiss me and smite, 
To the kingdoms and empires of night 

That begin with the darkness, and end. 

" Turn thee, awaken, arise. 

With the light that is risen on the lands, 
With the change of the fresh-coloured skies ; 
Set thine eyes on mine eyes, 

lay thy hands in my hands." 

She moved and mourned as she heard. 

Sighed and shifted her place. 
As the wells of her slumber were stirred 
By the music and wind of the word. 

Then turned and covered her face. 

" Ah," she said in her sleep, 
*' Is my work not done with and done? 
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Is there com for my sickle to reap ? 
And strange is the pathway, and steep, 
And sharp overhead is the sun. 

" I have done thee service enough, 

Loved thee enough in my day ; 
Now nor hatred nor love 
Nor hardly remembrance thereof 

lives in me to lighten my way. 



" And is it not well with us here ? 

Is change as good as is rest ? 
What hope should move me, or fear, 
That eye should open or ear. 

Who have long since won what is best? 

" Where among us are such things 
As turn men's hearts into hell ? 
Have we not queens without stings. 
Scotched princes, and fangless kings ? 
Yea," she said, " we are well. 

" We have filed the teeth of the snake 
Monarchy, how should it bite ? 

Should the slippery slow thing wake^ 

It will not sting for my sake ; 
Yea," she said, " I do right" 



262 PERINDE AC CADAVER. 

So spake she, drunken with dreams, 

Mad ; but again in her ears 
A voice as of storm-swelled streams 
Spake ; " No brave shame then redeems 
Thy lusts of sloth and thy fears ? 

" Thy poor lie slain of thine hands. 

Their starved limbs rot in thy sight ; 
As a shadow the ghost of thee stands 
Among men living and lands, 
And stirs not leftward or right 

" Freeman he is not, but slave, 

Who stands not out on my side \ 
His own hand hollows his grave. 
Nor strength is in me to save 
Where strength is none to abide. 

^* Time shall tread on his name 
That was written for honour of old. 

Who hath taken in change for fame 

Dust, and silver, and shame, 
Ashes, and iron, and gold." 
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MONOTONES. 

Because there is but one truth ; 

Because there is but one banner ; 

Because there is but one light ; 

Because we have with us our youth 

Once, and one chance and one manner 

Of service, and then the night ; 

Because we have found not yet 
Any way for the world to follow 
Save only that ancient way ; 
Whosoever forsake or forget. 
Whose faith soever be hollow. 
Whose hope soever grow grey ; 

Because of the watchwords of kings 
That are many and strange and imwritten, 
Diverse, and our watchword is one ; 
Therefore, though seven be the strings. 
One string, if the harp be smitten. 
Sole sounds, till the tune be done ; 
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Sounds without cadence or change 
In a weary monotonous burden, 
Be the keynote of mourning or mirth ; 
Free, but free not to range ; 
Taking for crown and for guerdon 
No man's praise upon earth ; 

Saying one sole word evermore, 

In the ears of the charmed world saying, 
Charmed by spells to its death ; 
One that chanted of yore 
To a tune of the sword-sweep's playing 
In the lips of the dead blew breath ; 

Therefore I set not mine hand 

To the shifting of changed modulations, 
To the smiting of manifold strings ; 
While the thrones of the throned men stand, 
One song for the morning of nations. 
One for the twilight of kings. 

One chord, one word, and one way. 
One hope as our law, one heaven. 
Till slain be the great one wrong ; 
' Till the people it could not slay. 

Risen up, have for one star seven, 
For a single, a sevenfold song. 
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THE OBLATION. 

Ask nothing more of me, sweet ; 
All I can give you I give. 

Heart of my heart, were it more, 
More would be laid at your feet : 
Love that should help you to live, 
Song that should spur you to soar. 

All things were nothing to give 
Once to have sense of you more, 
Touch you and taste of you sweet, 
Think you and breathe you and live, 
Swept of your wings as they soar, 
Trodden by chance of your feet 

I that have love and no more 
Give you but love of you, sweet: 
He that hath more, let him give ; 
He that hath wings, let him soar ; 
Mine is the heart at your feet 
Here, that must love you to live. 



866 



A YEAR'S BURDEN. 

Fire and wild light of hope and doubt and fear, 
Wind of swift change, and clouds and hours that veer 
As the storm shifts of the tempestuous year j 
Cry wellaway, but well befall the right 

Hope sits yet hiding her war-wearied eyes. 
Doubt sets her forehead earthward and denies, 
But fear brought hand to hand with danger dies, 
Dies and is burnt up in the fire of fight 

Hearts bruised with loss and eaten through with shame 
Turn at the time's touch to devouring flame ; 
Grief stands as one that knows not her own name. 
Nor if the star she sees bring day or night 

No song breaks with it on the violent air, 
But shrieks of shame, defeat, and brute despair ; 
Yet something at the star's heart far up there 
Bums as a beacon in our shipwrecked sight 
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O strange fierce light of presage, unknown star, 
Whose tongue shall tell us what thy secrets are, 
What message trembles in thee from so far? 
Cry \vellaway, but well befall the right 

From shores laid waste across an iron sea 
Where tlie waifs drift of hopes that were to be, 
Across the red rolled foam we look for thee. 
Across the fire we look up for the light 

From days laid waste across disastrous years, 
From hopes cut down across a world of fears, 
We gaze with eyes too passionate for tears, 
Where faith abides though hope be put to flight 

Old hope is dead, the grey-haired hope grown blind 
That talked with us of old things out of mind. 
Dreams, deeds and men the world has left behind ; 
Yet, though hope die, faith lives in hope's despite. 

Ay, with hearts fixed on death and hopeless hands 
We stand about our banner while it stands 
Above but one field of the ruined lands ; 
Cry wellaway, but well befall the right 
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Though Fiance were given for prey to bird and beast. 
Though Rome were rent in twain of king and priest. 
The soul of man, the soul is safe at least 
That gives death life and dead men hands to smite. 

Are ye so strong, O kings, O strong men ? Nay, 
Waste all ye will and gather all ye may. 
Yet one thing is there that ye shall not slay. 
Even thought, that fire nor iron can affiight 



The woundless and invisible thought that goes 
Free throughout time as north or south wind blows^ 
Far throughout space as east or west sea flows. 
And all dark things before it are made bright 

Thy thought, thy word, O soul republican, 
O spirit of life, O God whose name is man : 
What sea of sorrows but thy sight shall span ? 
Cry wellaway, but well befall the rig hL 

With all its coils crushed, all its rings uncurled, 
The one most poisonous worm that soiled the world 
Is wrenched from off the throat of man, and hurled 
Into deep hell from empire's helpless height 
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Time takes no more infection of it now ; 
Like a dead snake divided of the plough, 
The rotten thing lies cut in twain ; but thou, 
Thy fires shall heal us of the serpent's bite. 

Ay, with red cautery and a burning brand 
Purge thou the leprous leaven of the land ; 
Take to thee fire, and iron in thine hand, 
Till blood and tears have washed the soiled limbs 
white. 

We have sinned against thee in dreams and wicked 

sleep; 
Smite, we wiQ shrink not ; strike, we will not weep ; 
Let the heart feel thee ; let thy wound go deep ; 
Cry wellaway, but well befall the right 

Wound us with love, pierce us with longing, make 

Our souls thy sacrifices ; turn and take 

Our hearts for our sin-ofierings lest they break, 

\nd mould them with thine hands and give them 
might 

Then, when the cup of ills is drained indeed, 
Will we come to thee with our wounds that bleed, 
With famished mouths and hearts that thou shalt teed. 
And see thee worshipped as the world's delight 
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There shall be no more wars nox kingdoms won. 
But in thy sight whose eyes are as the sun 
All names shall be one name, all nations one. 
All souls of men in man's one soul unite. 

O sea whereon men labour, O great sea 
That heaven seems one with, shall these things not be I 
O earth, our earth, shall time not make us free ? 
Cry wellaway, but well befall the right. 
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EPILOGUK 

Between the wave-ridge and the strand 
I let you forth in sight of land, 

Songs that with storm-crossed wings and eyes 

Strain eastward till the darkness dies ; 
Let signs and beacons fall or stand, 

And stars and balefires set and rise ; 
Ye, till some lordlier lyric hand 

Weave the beloved brows their crown, 

At the beloved feet lie down. 

whatsoever of life or light 
"Love ha^h to give you, what of might 

Or heart or hope is yours to live, 

I charge you take in trust to give 
For very love's sake, in whose sight. 

Through poise of hours alternative 
And seasons plumed with light or night. 

Ye live and move and have your breath 

To sing with on the ridge of death. 
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I charge you faint not all night through 

For love's sake that was breathed on you 
To be to you as wings and feet 
For travel, and as blood to heat 

And sense of spirit to renew 

And bloom of fragrance to keep sweet 

And fire of purpose to keep true 
The life, if life in such things be, 
That I would give you forth of me. 

Out where the breath of war may bear, 

Out in the rank moist reddened air 
That sounds and smells of death, and hath 
No light but death's upon its path 

Seen through the black wind's tangled hair, 
I send you past the wild time's wrath 

To find his face who bade you bear ' 
Fruit of his seed to faith and love. 
That he may take the heart thereof 

By day or night, by sea or street. 

Fly till ye find and clasp his feet 
And kiss as worshippers who bring 
Too much love on their lips to sing. 

But with hushed heads accept and greet 
The presence of some heavenlier thing 
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In the near air ; so may ye meet 
His eyes, and droop not utterly 
For shame's sake at the light you see. 

Not utterly struck spiritless 

For shame's sake and unworthiness 
Of these poor forceless hands that come 
Empty, these Kps that should be dumb, 

This love whose seal can but impress 
These weak word-offerings wearisome 

Whose blessings have not strength to bless 
Nor lightnings fire to bum up aught 
Nor smite with thunders of their thought 

One thought they have, even love ; one light. 
Truth, that keeps clear the sun by night; 

One chord, of faith as of a lyre ; 

One heat, of hope as of a fire ; 
One heart, one music, and one might, 

One flame, one altar, and one choir ; 
And one man's living head in sight 

Who said, when all time's sea was foam, 

" Let there be Rome," — and there was Rome. 

As a star set in space for token 

Like a live word of God's mouth spoken, 

T 
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\isible sound, light audible, 

In the great darkness thick as hell 
A stanchless flame of love unsloken, 

A sign to conquer and compeli 
A law to stand in heaven unbroken 

Whereby the sun shines, and wherethrough 

Time's eldest empires are made new ; 

So rose up on our generations 

That light of the most ancient nations, 

Law, life, and light, on the world's way, 

The very God of very day. 
The sun-god ; from their star-like stations 

Far down the night in disarray 
Fled, crowned with fires of tribulations, 

The suns of sunless years, whose light. 

And life and law were of the night 

The naked kingdoms quenched and stark 
Drave with their dead things down the dark 

Helmless ; their whole world, throne by throne. 

Fell, and its whole heart turned to stone. 
Hopeless ; their hands that touched our ark 

Withered ; and lo, tiloft, alone. 
On time's white waters man's one bark, 

Where the red sundawn's open eye 

Lit the soft gulf of low green sky. 
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So for a season piloted 

It sailed the sunlight, and struck red 

With fire of dawn reverberate 

The wan face of incumbent fate 
That paused half pitying overhead 

And almost had foregone the freight 
Of those dark hours the next day bred 

For shame, and almost had forsworn 

Service of night for love of mom. 

Then broke the whole night in one blow, 

Thundering ; then all hell with one throe 
Heaved, dnd brought forth beneath the stroke 
Death ; and all dead things moved and woke 

That the dawn's arrows had brought low. 
At the great sound of night that broke 

Thundering, and all the old world-wide woe ; 
And under night's loud-sounding dome 
Men sought her, and she was not Rome. 

Still with blind hands and robes blood-wet 
Night hangs on heaven, reluctant yet. 

With black blood dripping from her eye;; 

On the soiled lintels of the skies, 
With brows and lips that thirst and threat. 

Heart-sick with fear lest the sun rise, 

T 2 
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And aching with her fires that set, 
And shuddering ere dawn bursts her bars. 
Bums out with all her beaten stars. 

In this black wind of war they fly 

Now, ere that hour be in the sky 
That brings back hope, and memory back. 
And light and law to lands that lack ; 

That spiritual sweet hoiur whereby 
The bloody-handed night and black 

Shall be cast out of heaven to die ; 
Kingdom by kingdom, crown by crown. 
The fires of darkness are blown down. 

Yet heavy, grievous yet the weight 

Sits on us of imperfect fate. 
From wounds of other days and deeds 
Still this day's breathing body bleeds ; 

Still kings for fear and slaves for hate 
Sow lives of men on earth like seeds 

In the red soil they saturate ; 
And we, with faces eastward set, 
Stand sightless of the morning yet 

And many for pure sorrow's sake 

Look back and stretch back hands to take 
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Gifts of night's giving, ease and sleep, 

Flowers of night's grafting, strong to steep 
The soul in dreams it will not breaJ«p 
. Songs of soft hours that sigh and sweep 
Its lifted eyelids nigh to wake 

With subtle plumes and lulling breath 

That soothe its weariness to death. 

And many, called of hope and pride, 

Fall ere the sunrise from our side. 
Fresh Hghts and rumours of fresh fames 
That shift and veer by night like flames, 

Shouts and blown trumpets, ghosts that glide 
Calling, and hail them by dead names. 

Fears, angers, memories, dreams divide 
Spirit from spirit, and wear out 
Strong hearts of men with hope and doubt 

Till time beget and sorrow bear 
The soul-sick eyeless child despair, 

That comes among us, mad and blind^ 

With coimsels of a broken mind, 
Tales of times dead and woes that were, 

And, prophesying against mankind. 
Shakes out the horror of her hair 

To take the sunlight with its coils 

And hold the living soul in toils. 
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By many ways of death and moods 
Souls pass into their servitudes. 

Their young wings weaken, plume by plume 

Drops, and their eyelids gather gloom 
And close against man's frauds and feuds, 

And their tongues call they know not whom 
To help in their vicissitudes ; 

For many slaveries are, but one 

Liberty, single as the sun. 

C^ne light, one law, that bums up strife, 

^Vnd one sufficiency of life. 
Self-stabUshed, the sufficing soul 
Hears the loud wheels of changes roll. 

Sees against man man bare the knife. 
Sees the world severed, and is whole ; 

Sees force take dowerless fi:aud to wife, 
And fear from fraud's incestuous bed 
Crawl forth and smite his father dead : 

Sees death made drunk with war, sees time 
Weave many-coloured crime with crime. 

State overthrown on ruining state, 

And dares not be disconsolate. 
Only the soul hath feet to climb, 

Only the soul hath room to waif 
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Hath brows and eyes to hold sublime 
Above all evil and all good, 
All strength and all decrepitude. 

She only, she since earth began, 

The many-minded soul of man, 
From one incognisable root 
That bears such divers-coloured fruit, 

Hath ruled for blessing or for ban 
The flight of seasons and pursuit ; 

She regent, she republican. 
With wide and equal eyes and wings 
Broods on things bom and. dying things. 

Even now for love or doubt of us 
The hour intense and hazardous 

Hangs high with pinions vibrating 

Whereto the Hght and darkness cling, 
Dividing the dim season thus. 

And shakes from one ambiguous wing 
Shadow, and one is luminous 

And day falls from it ; so the past 

Torments the future to the last 

And we that cannot hear or see 
The sounds and lights of liberty. 
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The witness of the naked God 

That treads on burning hours unshod 
With instant feet unwounded ; we 

That can trace only where he trod 
By fire in heaven or storm at sea. 

Not know the very present whole 

And naked nature of the soul ; 

We that see wars and woes and kings, 
And portents of enormous things, 

Empires, and agonies, and slaves, 

And whole flame of town-swallowing graves ; 
That hear the harsh hours clap sharp wings 

Above the roar of ranks like waves, 
From wreck to wreck as the world swings ; 

Know but that men there are who see 

And hear things other fax than we. 

By the light sitting on their brows. 
The fire wherewith their presence glows, 

The music filing with their feet, 

The sweet sense of a spirit sweet 
That with their speech or motion grows 

And breathes and bums men's hearts with heat ; 
By these signs there is none but knows 

Men who have life and grace to give, 

Men who have seen the soul and live. 
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By the strength slee][$mg in their eyes, 
The lips whereon their sorrow lies 

Smiling, the lines of tears unshed, 

The large divine look of one dead 
That speaks out of the breathless skies 

In silence, when the light is shed 
Upon man's soul of memories ; 

The supreme look that sets love tree, 

The look of stars and of the sea ; 

By the strong patient godhead seen 

Implicit in their mortal mien. 
The conscience of a God held still 
And thunders ruled by their own will 

And fast-bound fires that might bum clean 
This worldly air that foul things fill, 

And the afterglow of what has been, 
That, passing, shows us without word 
What they have seen, what they have heard ; 

By all these keen and burning signs 

The spirit knows them and divines. 
In bonds, in banishment, in grief. 
Scoffed at and scourged with unbelief, 

Foiled with false trusts and thwart designs, 
Stripped of green days and hopes in leaf, 

Their mere bare body of glory shines 
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Higher, and man gazing lurelier sees 
What light, what comfort is of these. 

So I now gazing ; till the sense 

Being set on fire of confidence 
Strains itself sunward, feels out far 
Beyond the bright and morning star, 

Beyond the extreme wave's refluence. 
To where the fierce first sunbeams are 

Whose fire intolerant and intense 

As birthpangs whence day bums to be 
Parts breathless heaven firom breathing sea. 

I see not, know not, and am blest, 
aster, who know that thou knowest, 
Dear lord and leader, at whose hand 
The first days and the last days stand, 

With scars and crowns on head and breast. 
That fought for love of the sweet land 

Or shall fight in her latter quest \ 
All the days armed and girt and crowned 
Whose glories ring thy gloiy round. 

Thou sawest, when all the world was blind, 
The light that should be of mankind. 

The very day that was to be ; 

And how shalt thou not sometime see 
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Thy city perfect to thy mind 
Stand face to living face with thee, 

And no miscrowned man's head behind ; 
The hearth of man, the human home. 
The central flame that shall be Rome ? 

As one that ere a June day rise 

]^akes seaward for the dawn, and tries 
The water with delighted limbs 
That taste the sweet dark sea, and swims 

Right eastward under strengthening skies) 
And sees the gradual rippling rims 

Of waves whence day breaks blossom-wise 
Take fire ere light peer well above, 
And laughs from all his heart with love ; 

And sofUier swimming with raised head 

Feels the full flower of morning shed 
And fluent simrise round him rolled 
That laps and laves his body bold 

With fluctuant heaven in water's stead, 
And urgent through the growing gold 

Strikes, and sees all the spray flash red. 
And his soul takes the sun, and yearns 
For joy wherewith the sea's heart bums ; 

So the soul seeking through the dark 
Heavenward, a dove without an ark. 
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Transcends the unnavigable sea 
Of years that wear out memory ; 

So calls, a simward-singing lark. 
In the ear of souls that should be free ; 

So points them toward the sun for mark 
Who steer not for the stress of waves, 
And seek strange helmsmen, and are slaves. 

For if the swimmer's eastward eye 

Must see no sunrise — must put by 
The hope that lifted him and led 
Once, to have light about his head. 

To see beneath the clear low sky 
The green foam-whitened wave wax red 

And all the morning's banner fly — 
Then, as earth's helpless hopes go down, 
Let earth's self in the dark tides drown. 

Yea, if no morning must behold 
Man, other than were they now cold, 

And other deeds than past deeds done. 

Nor any near or far-off sun 
Salute him risen and simlike-souled, 

Free, boundless, fearless, perfect, one, 
Let man's world die like worlds of old. 

And here in heaven's sight only be 

The sole sun on the worldless sea. 
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NOTES. 

P. 6. 

Tliai called on Cotys by her name. 

Scfif d K6tvq kv rocc *B.du>voi^. 

JEsch. Fr. 54 {'nSwol), 

P. III. 
fFas it Love brake forth flower-fashion, a bird toith gold on his wings ? 

Ar. Av. 696. 
P. 192. 

Thai saw Saint Catherine bodily. 

Her pilgrimage to Avignon to lecall the Pope into Italy as its re- 
deemer from the distractiooB of the time is of course the central act of 
St. Catherine's life^ the great abiding sign of the greatness of spirit and 
genius of heroism which distinguished this daughter of the people, and 
should yet keep her name fresh above the holy horde of saints, in other 
records than the calendar; but there is no less significance in the story 
which tells how she succeeded in humanizing a criminal under sentence 
of death, and given over by the priests as a soul doomed and desperate; 
how the man thus raised and melted out of his fierce and brutal despair 
besought her to sustain him to the last by her presence; how, having 
accompanied him with comfort and support to the very scaffold, and seen 
his head fall, she took it up, and turning to the spectators who stood 
doubtful whether the poor wretch could be " saved," kissed it in sign of 
her faith that his sins were forgiven him. The high and fixed passion of 
her heroic temperament gives her a right to remembrance and honour of 
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which the mindfi-monsen btve done thdr bert to dqprive her. Cleared 
of all the refuse rubbish of thaomaturgy* her life would deserve a chroniclef 
who should do justice at once to the ardour of her religious imagiuatioii 
and to a thing &r rarer and more precious — the strength and breadth of 
patriotic thought and devotion which sent this girl across the Alps to 
seek the living qrmbol of Italian hope and unity, and bring it back by 
force of simple appeal in the name of God and of the country. By the 
light of those solid and actual qualities which ensure to her no ignoble 
place on the noUe roll of Italian women who have deserved well of 
Italy, the record of her visions and ecstasies may be read without con- 
temptuous intolerance of hysterical disease. The rapturous visionary 
and passionate ascetic vras in plain matters of this earth as pure and 
practical a heroine as Joan of Arc. 

P. 196. 
Thtre on the dim tide-^hapH toalL 
In the church of San Domenico. 

P. 198. 

But bUiod nor tears ye love not, yov. 

In the Sienese Academy the two things notable to me weie the 
detached wall-painting by Sodoma of the tortures of Christ bound to 
the pillar, and the divine though mutilated group of the Graces in the 
centre of the main hall. The giory and beauty of ancient sculpture 
refresh and satisfy beyond expression a sense wholly wearied and well- 
nigh nauseated with contemplation of endless sanctities and agonies 
attempted by mediaeval art, while yet as handless as accident or bar- 
barism has left the sculptured goddesses. 

P. aoi. 
Saw till Italian things save one, 

O patria mia, vedo le murac gli archi, 
E le colonne e i simulacri e I'erme 
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Toiri degli avi nostri ; 

Ma la gloria non vedo, 

Non vedo il lauro e 11 ferro ond' eran cardit 

I nostri padri antichi. 

LEOPARDI. 

P. 214. 
Mother^ that by that Pegasean spring. 

Call. Lav. Pall. 105-112. 

fVith black blood dripping from her eyes, 

cdC d/ifiariav <rrd(ov<riv alfia ivtr^iXic* 

^sch. Cho. 1058, 
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to L. in Verse, and odier hitlioto 
Umblished MSS., for the first time 
CoUectcd and Edited. Memorial- 
IntEodnctioa and Notes. Two Vols. 



3. Benriok's (Robert) Heaperi- 

des. Noble Numbers, and Complels 
Collected Poems. With Memorial- 
Introdnction and Notes, Steel Pan 
trait. Index of First Lines, and 
GUosiarlal Index, ftc. Three Vds. 

4. Sidney's (Sir PUlip) Oom- 

plete Poetical Works, indnding all 
those in "Arcadia." Widi Portrsut, 
Memorial-Introduction, Essay oa 
the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 
Three Vols. 



Imperial 8vo, with Z47 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 361. 

Early Teutonic, Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A. H. 
KxANB, M.A.I. With numefons Illustrations. 
" Ctmnei fail Uhta/ the utmcti uu t0 shuUnts 0/ art hitiory/'^'TiMtvs, 

Crown 8ve, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6r. 

.Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests lor 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanubl, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js.^d. 

Englishman's House, The: 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardsom* 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Evolution, Chapters on ; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develoi>- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson. Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparaticm. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By Grant Allen. 

By the same Author, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6/. 

Vignettes from Nature. 

By Grant Allen. [Ih freparatum. 
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FoliOi doth extra, £i its, 6d, 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and ForelgB 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 

" // would not it taty U mdtt with a mort sumj^iuatti, and at tkd samt Hmt 
m morg UuU/ulattdinsirueHvidraiwiMg'rocm ^09^*^— Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6f. 

Fairholt'8 Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. 'Of K. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwaxtis of 
zoo Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the Uke. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. [/« (Ae press. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4s, 6d, 

Faraday's Chemical History of a Oandle. 

Lectures delivered to a Tuvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookbs, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4s, 6d. 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustratlona. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. ^ 

Finger-Ring Lore : 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. "With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 
**Oiu of ikou gossipb^ i&oks wMiek art ms fuU of amutenunt as of insiruc 
tioKj'—ATHKKMVU. ____^ 

Gardening Books: 

A Tear's Work in Garden and Qreenhouse : Practical Advice 

to Amateur Gardenen as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By Gborgb Glbnny. Post 8vo, cloth hmp, as. 6a* 

Our Eitohen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of "The Garden that Paid the 
Rent," &c. Post 8vo, doth limp, sx. 6d. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 

and Jamb Jbrrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as, 6d, 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 

Gborgb Heath. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5X. 



10 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The), for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical will contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled " Dust," by Julian Hawthorne, 
Author of "Garih," &c. "Soienoe Notes," by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., will also be continued monthly. 

%♦ Now ready, the Volume for January to June, i88i, cl&tk ixira, 
friet 8«. 6^.; and Cases for bindings price ai. each. 

Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, is, 

Qentleman's Annnal, The. 

Containing Two Complete Novels. [iVi»y. 15, 

THB RUSKIN GRIMM.— ^ma^ Bvo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d, ; 

gilt edges, 7s, 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor, 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 2a Illustrationa 
after fhe inimitable deagns of George Cruibshank. Both Series 
Complete. 

'* The ilbatraiions of this volume • . . mre of quite tterUng and admirable 
art, ef a clou preciselv parallel in eletwtion to the character of the talee which 
thef illustrate; and the original etchit^t, ae I hone before taid in the Affendix to 
mf * Elements ef Drawing* were unrtvalled in masterfulnesi of touch since Rem- 
brandt (in iome quaUiies of delineation, unrivalled even by hint), , . , To make 
t9mewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never ^tting two lines where Crmkshank has put only one, would be an exer* 
cise £w decision and severe drawing which wottld leave afterwards Utile to be learnt 
in scheeh,**^Bxtract from Introauction by ^ovLVi RusKlN. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, ar. 6^. 

Glenny's A Tear's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glbnny. 

*' A freai deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language* The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide." — Lbbds MESCtmv. 

Crown Svo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 71. 6d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An Encyclop/bdia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s,6d, 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KONER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustrations. 
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Square z6ino (Tauchnitz size), 

Qolden Library^ The ; 

Ballad History of £n|(lan<l. By 

W. C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor's Divenlons of 

the Echo Qub. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Emerson's Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's (WllUam) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whtms and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Inriog's (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irvlog's (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both 

Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Comer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollibk. 



doth extra, aj. per volume. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d' Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. MoNTGOMBSia 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Chzx, 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saint b- 
Beuvb. 

St Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. £. Clakkb. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

Sueen Mab, with Essay by Lbigh 
UNT. 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, include 

ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel« 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 41. 6d, 

Quyot's Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; 12 Mapi 
and En gravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index^ 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Qordon), Poems by ; 

Maiden Eostasy. Small 4to, doth extra, 8x. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Hall's (Mrs. S. O.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisb, Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

"Ths Irish Skeicfut oj tkU UtdyrtstmbU Mist Miijbrd*s Uautifid English 
shetch^s in * Our Village^* but ih*y art far more vigorous and picturesque ard 
bright.** — Blackwood's Magazine. 



It BOOKS PUBUSHED BY 

HaweiB (MrsOi Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Ha weis. lUustrated by the 
Audior. Small 8vo, tllustxated cover, x«. ; cloth limp, zx. td, 

*'A wM<0mtuUr4d tUUm^t H «jM^ ctmont ^ good tatU to tkt costume* 
^ Imdiot f^ #wr timo. .... Mn, Hawtu writes frankly aetd to the 
p o int y ike doet mot mmct immiiert, tut Mdfy remonstrates wit A her own sex 
on the fiUies they induce m. ; • . . Ire may recommend the booh to tke 
UUUee w ho m it eoncems,'*—ArKMMMVU, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Hawsis. Square Svo, 

doth ojttnt, gilt, gilt edges, wiUi Coloured Frontispiece and nearly loo 
Illttstntioos, zor. 6d, 

The Art of Decoration. Bj Mrs. H. R. Ha weis. Sqaare Svo, 

handsomely bound and profusely lUustrated, los. 6d, 

*«* See also ChAUCEB, p, s¥ ^i^ Catalogue. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 

Heath (P. Q.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author ol 
"The Fern World," &c. 

SPECIMENS OP MODERN POETS.-^rown 8vo, doth extra, 6f. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

" The merits of the book cannot befairlv estimated by means of a few extracts ; 
it should be readatlengtk to be appreciated properly^ and^ in our opinion^ its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read imdoed.**^ST, Jambs's Gazbttb. 

Cr. 8 vo, bound in pardiment, 8f. ; Lai^-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 159. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Complete in Four Vols., demy %n^ doth extra, zaj. each. 

History of Oar Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the Oenend ISLection of z88o. By Justin 
McCartht, M.P. 

" Criticism is disarmed befsre a compoeiHem wkick provokes Utile but approvoL 
This is a really good book on a really intereeUng swkjfctt and words piled on words 
couldsaynomore/orit/'—SATVUDKV Ravisw. 

New Work by the Author 0/** A HISTORY of OUR OWN TlMESr 
Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, laf. each. 

History of the Four Qeorges. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P. \In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, sj. 6</. 

Holmes's The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakeis 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 
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Ctown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, ^5. 6d, 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
V/lth Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8v6, doth extra, gilt edges, &r. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and £. C. Barnes. 

'* Thi amusing Utter press is profuuly interspersed with tJu isHgUng rhymes 
which childreH lave and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton ana Barnes do fMl 
fHstice to the writer's meanings and a pleasanter result of the harmonious Cf 
operation of author and artist cou ld not be desir e d.** — Timbs. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, 71. 6</. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choioe Humorous Works, 

induding his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes: 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Own^voTdoth^xtirairTJ^ 

Home's Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Hornb. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo« doth extra, 71. 6</. 

Howell's Confliots of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Re^dew of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Oxigin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

" ThU hook is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt^ to flace the 
wofh ofiretde unions in the Past, and their objects in the future, fairfy hefore ths 
pub lic from the worhing manCs po int ofview,**^VKLL Mall Gazbttb. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lor. 6d, 

HuefTer's The Troubadours : 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

" IVillhefounda useful handiooh by those who wish to try the manufacture 
or decoration of pottery , and may be studied by all who desire to know something 
o /theart"—l/loKHisG Post. 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d. 

Jennings' The Rosicrucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five lull- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrattons. 
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ZetttUSi (Tom)| Works by: 

Homehold Hortionltoie : A Gossip about Flowers. By ToM 
aad Jamb Jbuold. Illustrated. Post 8vo« deth limp, 2f.6^. 

Oar Eitohen Oardan : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jbssold, Author of " The Garden that Paid the Rent,** 
&C. Post 8vo» doth limp, ai. 6</. 

** TJu CQttUmaiicH cf kinii on cookery vnth gardening has been vety cleverh 




_ r " ' f - ' - \begroivn, 

fi^eh, he it doing a great aeal to make them more ^^ular,—'DAiLY Chronicxje. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 5a Illustrations and MapSj cloth extra, gilt, u^s* 

JosephuSi The Complete Works of. 

IVanslated by Whiston. Containing both « The Antiquities of the 
JewB " and ** The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, doth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, dx. 

Kavanaghs' Pearl Fountain^ 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and JULIA Kavanagr. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

" Genuine nevt/airy ttories of the old type^ tome iff them at deUghtJM at the 

Uti ^ Grimm* t ' German Poj^uiar Stories/ .... For the mott part the 

tiOfUt are downright^ thoronrh-f^oing /airy ttories of the most admirtUle Und, 

• • . Mr, Moyr SmitKt tUustrationst too^ are etdmiraile/'—SvmcTATOR, 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas 
Lindsay. 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, as. 6d, 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7^. 6d, 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Fleces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsinule of a Page 
of the '* Essay on Roast Pig." 

"A complete edition of LamVs writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now tuppiied. The editor appeart to have taken great pains 
to bring together Lanwt tcattered coniributtons, and his collection contains a 
number 0/ pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in varirms old fieri/ifi'C»h."'^^KTVRn/>iy RnviKW. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, xoj. 6d. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of the Essayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

** Very manyPatsagn will delight thcsi fond 0/ UUrary trifltt; hardly mny 
portion will fail in interest for Ivvtrt of Charlts Lamb and kit ti*Ur.**STiMDAXi>^ 

Small 8vo, doth extra, 51. 

Lamb's Poetry for Children^ and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

*' Tho quaint and doUgktful UttU booh, over the recovory of which all tho hoartt 
^ his lown are yet warm with rejoicing,**— A. C. Swinburmb. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s» 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florenxb Caddy. 

•• The whole book is well worth readingt/or it is full of practical suggestions. 
'• . . . IVe hope nobody will be deterred from taking up a book which teethes a 
good deal about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones.**— 
Graphic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6j. 

Leigh's A Town Garland. 

By Hbnry S. Leigh, Author of *' Carols of Cockayne." 

**Ifi€r, LHgKs verse survive to a future generation— and there is no reason 
why that humour should not be accorded productions so delicate, so finished, and so 
fieu of ku$nour— their author will Probably be rementbered aa the Poet of the 
Stramd"—'htTXK»xxiVi. 

Second Edition.— Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Leisure-Time Studies^ chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology and Compara- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

'*// is well when we oan take up the work of a really qualified investigator^ 
who in the intervals of his more serious prof essional labours sets himself to impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger <tf misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume, made, up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr. 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy Professional life, , , . Dr. Wilson's pages teem wit A 
matter stimulating to a healthy lave of science and a reverence fitr the truths 
of Ka/«fv."— Saturday Rsvibw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d* 

Life in London; 

or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 
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Czown 8yo, doth extra, tt* 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. Albzanosx, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatoiy Not^ ^ li. A. Paqb, Author of 
•• Thoxeau i A Study." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr. &f. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including "Outre Mcr," "Hyperion," " Kavanagh," "The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe/' and " Driftwood." With Portrait and lUas- 
trations by Valentine Brohlet. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, y. 6^. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. V^th numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Lunatic Asylnnii My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

*' Thi *io9y is cUvtr and interetHng^ tad btycnd meaturi though thi ntbj^ti 
i#* Th*r§ U no ^sonal bitterness, and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
have ieen the etndence for our author's madness when he was consifmod to an 
aofium, nothing can be cUarer than his sanity when ho wrote this booh l it it 
Mghtt eaim, and to the point,** — Spbctatok. 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, i&r. 

Losiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrbnch Duff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

MaUock's (W. H.) Works : 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hur&ell Mallock. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, fix. 

*^ Thu deeply interesting volume It is the most powerful vitt' 

dieation of religion, both natural and revealed, that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote, and is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser- 
mons of that great divine, as a r^jfutation <if the Peculiar form assumed by 

the infidelity 0/ the present day Deeply philosefhicai as the book 

is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is 'possessed,* so to tpeah, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extonig 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, and impassioned 
style, as well 04 an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day.**— Irish Daily News. 

The New Republio ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post Svo, cloth limp, m. 6d, 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W. H. Mallock. Post Svo, doth limp, as, 6d, 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parcliment, Si» 
A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 

Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown Svo, sx«. 
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Maoqnoid (Mrs.)| Works by: 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macqdoid. VTith 

50 fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform with " Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, cloth extra, xor. 6d. 

** This u a$u>thtr 0/ Mrt. Mttcquoidys pleasant books of travels/till o/usefui 
btformationt of picturesque descriptions 0/ scenery^ ana of quaint trtuUttons 
respecting the various monuments and ruins which she encounters in her 
tour, . , , To such of our readers as are already thinJnng about the yearns 
holiday t we strongly recommend the perusal of Mrs. Macquoid' s experiences^ 
The book is well illustrated by Mr, Thomas K, Macquoiai**^GRAFKic, 

PlctoreB and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharinb S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, los. 6d, 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, doth extra, js, 6d. 

*' One of the few books which can be read as apiece of literature, whilst ett 
the same time hamfy in the knapsack,"— British Quarterly Rbvibw. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

" The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander^ 
ingfrom one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicted scene,'*— I/Lokhikg Post. 

Mark Twain's Works: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

i throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

xoo Illustrations. Small 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d. Cheap Edition, Ulustrated 
boards, 31. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innooents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, or. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8ro, illustrated boards, as. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 

200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. Uniform with *' A Tramp 
Abroad." [/« the press. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress : 

Being some Account of the Steamship " Quaker City's " Pleasure Excursion 
to Europe and the Holy Land, with descriptions of Countries, Nations, 
Incidents, and Adventures, as they appeared to the Author. With 234 
Illustrations. By Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d, Uniform 
with •• A Tramp Abroad." 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 lUustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

" Thefun and tenderness of the conception, of which ne living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make of all this episode or 
yim Baker and his jays a piece of work thai is not only deligh^uias mere 
reading, but also of a high degree of merit as literature. • . . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes thai are equal to the 
funniest oftho*e that have gone before, '-Athb.hjbjju, 
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Crown 8to, doCh extia, with Oliistiatioiis, af. 6d. 

Madre Natnra v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By LUKB LnofSB. With 3a Dhntiatioiii bjr the Aiithor« FousTH 
Edition, revised and enlazged. 

Handsomely printed in fandmile, price 5r« 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Docmnent in the British Mnseom, 
printed on fine plate paper, neinjr a feet long by a feet widcb with the 
Anns and Seals emblazoned in Qold and Coloois. 

Post 8to, cloth limp, ai. 6d» per volnme. 

Mayfoir Libraryi The: 



The New Bepubllo. ByW. H. 
Maulock. 

The New Paul and ^Hrgizila. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True Hiatorr of Joshna 

Davidson. By B. LvNir Linton. 

OldStorieiBe-told. By Walter 

Thobmbuxy. 
Thoreaa : Hli Life and Alma. 

By H. A. Pagb. 

By Stream and Sea^ By Wil- 
liam Sbniox. 
Jeaxd'Eaprit Edited by Henry 

S. LXIGH. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

ROWLBT. 

More Pnniana. By the Hon. 
Hugh Rowlby. 

Paok on Pegaaoa. By H. 

Cholmondblby-Pbnnbll. 

The Speeohea of Oharlea 

Dickens. 

Moaea of Mayfalr. Edited by 

H. Cholicondblby-Pbnnbll. 

Q astronomy as a Fine Art By 

Bbillat-Savabin. 

The PliiloBophy of Hand- 
writing. By Don Fblix db Sala- 
manca. 

Curlositiea of Critioiam. By 

Hbnby J. Jbnkings. 
liiterary Friyolitlef, Fanoiea, 

Follies, Frolicf. By W. T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 

Kbmpt. 
Latter-Day Lsrrioa. Edited by 
W. Davbnport Adams. 



Original Playa by W. S. Gil- 

bbrt. Fibst Sbsibs. Containing; 
The Wicked Worid— Pygmalion and 
Galatea •> Charity -> The Princess— 
The Palace of Trutli— Trial by Jury. 

Original Playa by W. S. Gil* 

bbbt. Second Sbbibs. Containing: 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts — Dan'l Druce — Gretchen— • 
Tom Cobb—The Soicerer—H.M.S. 
Pinafore — The Pirates of Penzance. 

Carola Of Oockayne. ByHxNRT 

S. Leigh. 

The Book of Clerloal Aneo- 

dotes. By Jacob Labwood. 

The Agony Oolnmn of "The 

Times," from xSooto xSra Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

The Cnpboard Fapera. By 

Fin-Bbc. 

Paatimea and Players. By 

Robebt Macgbbgob. 
Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgment of "Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy." 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 

by W. Davenport Adams. 
Leaves from a Naturalist'a 

Note-Book. By Andrew Wilson, 

The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table. By Oliveb Wendbli. 
Holmes. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 

Balzac's '^ComMleHumaine" 

and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 



•»• Othtr Veluffut art in prtparatian. 
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Small Syo^ doth limp, with lUustratioiis, aj. 6d. 

Miller's Physiology for the Totuig; 

Or, The House of life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
ttie Pzeservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

**An admirable introduction to a nUu'ect which all who valug health and enjoy 
Ufi should have at their finger^ m<^.'^£cho. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. Small 
8vo, If.; cloth extra, x«. td. 

The Bath In DiseaseB of the Skin. Small 8vo, is.\ cloth extra. 



Square 8vo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7J. 6^*. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Cars. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

**A deUghtfulhooK <tf ^ ^^i**^ which it/atr too rare. If anyone wants to really 
knew the North Italian/olk, w* can honestly advise him to omit the journey ^ and 
read Mrs. Carres passes instead, . . Description with Mrs, Carr is a real gift, , 
It is rarely thai a booh is so hapfily ill$tstrated»**^CoiirKU?ORAKV Rsvisw. 

//£ W NOVELS, 

A NEW NOVEL BY OXnDA. 

The Title of which will shortly be announced. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

SOMETHINa IN THE CITT. 

By George Augustus Sala. 3 vols, crown 8vo. 

QrOD AlS^jy THE MAN. 

By Robert Buchanan, Author of" The Shadow of the Sword,*' &c. 3 vols. 
crown 8vo. With xx Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P., Author of "Miss Misanthrope." 3 vols., 
crown Svo. 

JOSEPH'S COAT. 

By David Christie Murray, Author of "A Life's Atonement," &c. With 
xa Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

PRINCE SAHONI'S WIF:^, and other Stories. 
By Julian Hawthorne. 3 vols., crown Svo. 

A HEART'S PROBLEM. 

By Charles Gibbon, Author of " Robin Gray," &c. a vols, crown Svo. 

THE BRIDE'S PASS. 

By Sarah Tytlsr, 2 vols., crown Svo. 



BOOKS PU BUSHED BY 



Crown SfOt doth extia, with Vignette Poftraits^ price &. per Vol. 



Old DramatistSi The : 

B«n JoBion'i Worlu. 

WithNotM, Critical and £zpiuifttory, 
tnd a Biogzaphical Memoir br WiL* 
UAM GirpoRD. Edited \pg CoIoimI 
CuMMXHCHAM. Three Voli. 

Ohapmaii'i Workfl. 

Mow First Collected. Complete ia 
Three Vols. VoL I. ooataias the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans- 
lations, with an Introductory Essay 



br Algbekon Chaklbs Swinbuswk. 
VoL IIL the TraasIadoBs of the Iliad 
and Odyssey. 

Marlowe'i Works. 

Induding his Trantlationt, Kdked* 
with Notes and Introductiont by CoL 
CumriNGHAM. One VoL 

Masgiiiger's Playi- 

From the Text of William GirFOsn. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of 
"BeUeve as you List." E^tedby 
CoL Cunningham. One VoL 



O'Shaughnessy (Arthur) Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap, 

8vo, cloth extra, jr. td. 

Music and Moonlight. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, 7/. td. 

Lays of France. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, zor. (id. 



PasoareL By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoef . By Ouida. 



Crown 8yo, red doth extra, 51. each. 

Otdda's Novels.— Library Edition. 

H^d In Bondage. By Ouida. 

Strathmore. By Ouida. 

Ohandos. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flagi. By Ouida. 

Idalia. By Ouida. 

OeoU Oastlemalne. By Ouida. 

Trlcotrin. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. 



Slgna. 

In a Winter Oity. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PipiBtrello. 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



Folle FArine. By Ouida. A Village Commune. By Ouida. 

Dog of Flandem. By Ouida. 

*,* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, aj. each. 

Post 8?o, cloth limp, zx. td. 

Parliamentary Procedurei A Popular Hand- 
book of. By Henrt W. Luct. 

LAige 4to, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 31J. 6^. 

Pastoral Days ; 

Or, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson* 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

" Tfu volunu contains a frosi ^otm, with iUttstratiom in the sha/e of wo§d 
tno^^avings more btautiful than it can well enter into th4 hearts iff most mun i0 

cvnceive* — Scotsman, 
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Library Editions, mostly Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, y» 6d, each. 

Picoadilly Novels, The. 

Vapttlar titariti hjn t^t mat TLuiiiiti. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P By 

Mrs. Albxandbr. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. By 



W. Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
MyLittieGirL By W. Bksant 
and Jaicbs Ricb. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

W. Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
This Son of Vulcan. By \V. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
With Harp and Crown. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
By Cella'8 Arbour. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
The Monks of Thelema. By 

W. Bbsant and James Ricb. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 

W. Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 
Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 

Antonina. By W ilk is Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkis Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret W. Coluns. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
The Woman in White. By 
WiuciB Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. ? By W. Collins. 
The New Magdalen. By Wilkib 
Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

WiLKiK Collins. 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkib 

Coluns. 
The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkis 

Coluns. 
The Fallen Leaves. By Wilkis 

Coluns. 

Jezebel's Daughter. W. Collins. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. H. 
Lovbtt Cambron. 



Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H. 
Lovbtt Cambron. 

Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Olympia. By R. £. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrbtt. 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Chabxbs 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 
Charlbs Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 
In Honour Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charlbs Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

\ Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Ellice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawthornb. 
Thomicroft's ModeL By Mrs* 
A. W. Hunt. 

Fated to be rre& By Jean 

Ingblow. 

Confldenoe. Henry James, Jun. 
The Queen of Connaught. By 

Harribtt Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

KiNGSLBY. 

Oakshott Oastle. H. Kingsley. 

Patricia KembaU. By E. Lynn 
Ijnton. 

The Atonement of Leam Dun- 
das. By E. Lynn Linton. 

The World Well Lost. 
Lynn Linton. 

LordP 



Under which 

Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. 

Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 



ByE. 

By E. 

ByE. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



PiocAOiLLY Novels — continued. 
My Efiemy'i Daughter. By 

jusTiJC McCasthy. 

linley BoohfonL By Justin 

McCAxrav. 
A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Dear Lady DlidalxL By Justin 

McCarthy. 

MlM Mlnanthrope. By Justin 

McCakthy. 

Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Ctouatne. By Agnes 

Macdonbll. 

Z«08t Bose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoio. 

The Evil Bye. By Katharine 

S. Macquoid. 

Open 1 Sesame I By Florence 

Mabsyat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 
Touoh and Go. By Jean Mid- 

DLSMASS. 

A Life's Atonement. By D. 
Ch ristih Murray. 

Whiteladies. Mrs. Oliphant. 
The Best of Husbands. By 
Jambs Paym. 



Fallen Fortunes. Jambs Path. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Walter's Word. James Patn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Blaok than we're Painted. 

By Jaicbs Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Boot James Payn. 
Hi^ Spirits. By James Payn. 
Her MotherV Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RiDDBLL. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 

Saundbrs. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

JoHM Saundbrs. 
The Lion in the Path. 

John Saundbrs. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Anthony Trollopb. 
The Amerioan Senator. 
Anthony Trollopb. 

Diamond Out Diamond. 

T. A. Trollopb. 



By 
By 
By 
By 



N£iy VOLUMES OF " THE PICCADILLY NOVELS," 



Put Yourself in his Place. By 

Charlbs Rbadb. 
A Confidential Agent. By 

Jambs Payn. With xa Illustraticns. 

The Violin-Player. By Bertha 

Thomas. 
Queen Oophetua. By R. £. 

Francillon. 
The Leaden Casket. By Mrs. 

Alfred Hunt. 

Oarlyon's Year. By J. Payn. 
The Ten Years' Tenant, and 

other Stories. By Walter Besant 
and James Ricb. 

A Child of Nature. By Robert 
Buchanan. 

Cressida. By Bertha Thomas. 
Prom Exile. By James Payn. 



I 



Sebastian Stroma. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
The Blaok Bobe. By Wilkie 

Collins. 

Archie LoyelL By Mrs. Annie 

Edwardbs. 

"My Love!" By E. Lynn 

Linton. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. By James 

Payn. 

The Chaplain of the Flest. By 

Waltbr Besant and James Rice. 

Proud Maisie. By Bertha 

Thomas. 

The Two Dreamers. By John 

Sa unders. 
WhSit She Came through. By 
Sarah Tytler. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f . 

Flanche.— Songs and Poems, from 18x9 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. 
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Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2J. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novbls and Bbsakt and Rice's Novels may also b«»had ia 
cloth limp at ax. td, Stt^ too^ ikg Piccadilly Novels, /<;r Library Bditions.'} 



OonMences. Hamilton Kiot. 
Carr of Carrlyon. H. Aid£. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P By 

Mrs. AUBXANDBS. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 

Walter Bbsant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By 

Walter Bbsant and Jaicbs Rice. 

This Son of Vnloan. By W. 

BssANT and Jambs Rice. 

My Little Girl. By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Lncraft. By 

Walter Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 
By Cellars Arbour. By Walter 

Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 
The Monks of Thelema. By 

Walter Bbsant and James Rice. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. By 

Walter Bbsant and Jambs Rice. 
Seamy Side. Besant and Rige. 

Grantley Grange. By Shelsley 

Beauchamp. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. By 

Bret Harte. 

The Lack of Roaring Camp. 

By Bret Harte. 
Gabriel Oonroy. Bret Harte. 
Surly Tim. By F. E. Burnett. 
Deoeiyers Ever. By Mrs. L. 

Cameron. 
Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. 

LOVETT CaMBRON. 

The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 

larbn Cobban. 
The Bar Sinister. By C. 

Allston Collins. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 
Qaeen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
Woman in White. W.Collins. 
The Moonstone. W. Collins. 



Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finoh. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. P W. Collins. 
New Magdalen. W. Collins. 
The Froien Deep. W.Collins. 
Law and the Lady. W.Collins. 
Two Destinies. W. Collins. 
Haunted. Hotel. W. Collins. 
Fallen Leaves. By W.Collins. 
Leo. ByDuTTON Cook. 
A Point of Honour. By Mrs. 

Annie Edwardes. 

ArohieLovell. Mrs A. Edwardes 
Felicia. M. Betham-Edward?. 
Roxy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Polly. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
Bella Donna. P. Fitzgerald. 
Never Forgotten. Fitzgerald. 
The Second lilrs. Tillotson. By 

Percy Fitzgerald. 
Seventy-FiveBrookeStreet. By 

Percy Fitzgerald. 

Filthy Lucre. By Albany db 

FONBLANQUE. 

Olympia. By R. £. Francillon. 

The Capel Girls. By Edward 

Garrett. 
Robin Gray. By Chas. Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. C. Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 
Charles Gibbon. 

In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 
The Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
In Love and War. C. Gibbon. 
For the Sing. By C. Gibbon. 
Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Greenwood. 
Every-day Papers. By Andrew 

Halliday. 

Paul Wynter's Sacrlflce. By 

Lady Duffus Hardy. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 
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PopULAK Novels— ^miAVima/. 

<Hrih. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Oolden Heart By Tom Hood. 
TheHunohbadk of Notre Dame. 

By Victor Hugo. 

Thoralcroft'a ModeL By Mrs, 

Alfkxd Hunt. 

Fated to be Tree. By Jean 

Imgblow. 

OonHdenoe. By Henry James, 

Jnn. 

The Queen of Ooxmanght. By 

Harkistt Jav. 
The Dark Oolleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Hen& y 

KiNGSLBV. 

Oakshott Castle. H.Kingsley. 

Patricia EembalL By E.Lynn 

Linton. 
LeamDundas. E.LynnLinton. 

The World Well Lost. By £. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord P By E. 

Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCasthv. 
DearLadyDisdaln. By the same. 
My XSnemy's Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Unley Rochford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Lost Rose. K. S. Macquoid. 
OpenI Sesame I By Florence 

Marryat. 
Harvest of Wild Oats. By 

Florbncb Marryat. 
A Little Stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 

MlDDLBICASS. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whlteladies. ByMrs.OLiPHANT. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida, 
Ohandos. By Ouida. 
TTnder Two Flags. By Ounu. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 



GeoU Oastlemaine. ByOnnu. 
Trlootrin. By Ouida. 
Pnok. By Ouida. 
FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 
A Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
PasoareL By Ouida. 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Signm. By Ouida. [Ouida. 
In a Winter Oity. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 
Moths. By Ouida. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Payn. 
A Perfect Treasure. J. Payn. 
Bentinck's Tutor. By J. Payn. 
Murphy's Master. By J. Payn. 
A County Family. By J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. By J. Payn. 
AWoman's Vengeance. J. Payn. 
Cecil's Tryst By James Payn, 
The Ol^ards of Olyffe. J.Payn. 
Family Scapegrace. J. Payn. 
The Foster Brothers. J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James Payn . 
Owendoline'sHanrest. J.Payn. 
Humorous Stories. J. Payn. 
Like Father, Like Son. J.Payn. 
A Marine Residence. J. Payn. 
Married Beneath Him. J.Payn. 
Mirk Abbey. By James Payn. 
Not Wooed, but Won. J. Payn. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

By Jambs Payn. 

Best of Husbands. By J. Payn. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
What He Oost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Jambs Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 

Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 

High Spirits. By Ja's. Payn. 

Paul FerroU. 

Why P.Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

The Mystery of Marie Boget. 
By Edgar A. Pob. 



i 
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Popular Novels — continued, 

Pat Yourself in hlB Place. By 
Charlbs Rbadb. 

Her Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RXODBLL. 

Gaslight and Daylight By 

Gbosgb Augustus Sala. 
Bound to the WheeL By John 

SAdndbbs. 

Quy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the Worid. By 

John Saundbbs, 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and BIathbrinb Saundbbs. 

A Matoh in the Dark. By A. 
Skbtchlby. 



Tales for the Marines. By 

Waltbb Thornbury. 

The Way we Live Now. By 

Anthony Tbollopb. 

The American Senator. Ditto. 
Diamond Out Diamond. Ditto. 

A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

By Mark Twain. 
Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. 
An Idle Excursion. M. Twain. 
Sabina. By Lady Wood. 
Castaway. By Edmund Yates. 
Forlorn Hope. Edmund Yates. 
Land at Last. Edm u n d Yates. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, zj. each. 
Jeff Brlggs's Love Story. By Bret Hartb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Qainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
S[athleen MaTonmeen. By the Author of '*That Lass o' Lowrie's.". 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of *< That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Grows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard Graham. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s, 

Payn.— Some Private Views. 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Times, By Jambs Payn, Author of " High Spirus,'* " By Proxy," 
" Lost Sir Massingberd," &c. [Nearly ready. 

Two Vols. Svo, cloth extra, witn Portraits, ioj. td, 

Plutarch's Lives of Illostrious Men. 

Translated from the G«eek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plntarch, by John and WnxiAM Langhorwb. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7^. bd, 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

V^th Baudelaire's " 



Crown 8vo, doth extra, js, 6d, 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

Small 8yo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, y, 6d, 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, yj. 6d, 

Pursuivant of Anns, The ; 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J. R. Planchb, Somerset 
Herald, V^th Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illustrations. 
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Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star Iiettons. With Star Maps foT Every Night in the 
Year, Drawings of the Conrtcllations, &c By Richard A. Pkoctok. 
Crown 8to, cloth extra, 6«. 

Familiar Soienoo Studief . By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. {^In the press, 

Saturn and its Syitem. By Richard A. Proctor. New and 

Revised Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, zsf. 6d. ^In preparation, 

Mytha and Maarrela of Aatronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of "Other Worlds than Oars," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Fleaaant Ways In Soienoe. By R. A. Proctor. Cr.Svo, cL ex. 6j. 
Rough Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Essays on 

Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctos. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 
Our Plaoa among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 

our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Arotmd us. By 

RiCHAKO A. PsocTOK. Ciown 8vo, doth extra, 6f. 
The Szpanae of Heayen : A Series of .Essays on the Wonders 

of the firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo. cloth, 61. 

Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. By Richard A. 

Pkoctor. Crown 8vo, ix. 6d. 

Crown 8?o, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yx. 6d, 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes* and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustavb Pore. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with ntunerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, js, 6d, 

Rambosson's Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institote of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman^ Pr ofusely Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown 8vo, 1,200 pages, half-roxburghe, 12s. 6d, 

Reader's Handbook (The) of AllusionSi Re- 

ferences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Richardson's (Dr.) A Ministry of Healthi 

and other Pap ers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson. M.D., &c. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 50 Illustrations. By 
Alfred Rimmer. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, xof. 6d. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 50 Illostrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, ica, 6d. 

About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by Alfred 

RiMMKR and C. A. Vanderhoof, Sq. Svo, doth gilt, ioj. 6d. [In the pre ss. 

Handsomely printed, price 51. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settied in this Country, A.D. 1066-7. 
With the principal Anns emUasoned in Gold and Colours. 
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Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, £» i6s, 

Rowlandsoiii the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
Vnth nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grbgo, Author of '* James Gilhfay, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4^. 6d, each« 

'' Secret Out" Series^ The. 



The Pyroteohnlst's Treasury; 

or. Complete Art of Making Fire- 
woiks. By Thomas Kbntish. With 
nnmerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Axnuslng : 

A Collectaon of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puxzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bbllbw. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tridc& White Masic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W.H.CKSMBH. aoo Illusts. 

The Merry Clrole : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bbllbw. 
Many Illustrations. 



Magldan'B Own Book ; 

Performances writh Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, HaU, Handkerchiefs, &c. AU 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crbicbr. aoo Illustrations. 

Magio No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &&. 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writmg; Training of 
Pexibrming Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Oat : 

One Thousand Tricks with Cards^ and 
other Recreations ; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-room or 
"White Magic." By W. iT.Crbmbk. 
300 Engravings. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior ("Red Spinner"), Author of ♦' By Stream and Sea." 

Shakespeare : 

Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shakespearb's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, 
1693. — A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detaiL 
Small 8vo, halt-Roxburghe, ys, 6d, 

Shakespeare, The Iiansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved Cacsimile of 
Dkoeshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, doth extra, js. 6A 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales firom Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Maky Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. MovR Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, ios.6d, 

Shakespeare Mnsio, The Handbook ot Being an Account of 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the SUsabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Rofpb. 4to, halMlozhurghe, 7^ . 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin> 

BURNS. Crown 8vo, cloth exua, 81. 
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down 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with zo full-page Tinted Illustrations, 7i. 6iU 

Sheridan's Complete WorkSi 

with Ufe and Anecdotes. Induding his Dramatic Writings, printed 
ftom the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla- 
tioDS, Speeches, Jolces, Pons, &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 

Crown 8to» doth extra, with loo Illustrations, 7i. &/• 

Sioiboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Chaiacten. By Jacob Laswooo and John Camden Hottbn. 

Crown 8vOb doth extra, gUt, 61. 6d. 

Slang Dictionary^ The : 

Etymological, Historiod, and AnecdotaL An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

Exquisitdy printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, v. 6d. 

Smoker's Text-Book, The, By j. Hamer, rr.s.l . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Spalding's Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 

Crown 4to, uniform with "Chancer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, doth gilt, zoj. 6cU 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. TowRY. Illustrations in Colours by Walter J. Morgan. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormal d. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, 91. 

Stedman's Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stepman. 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Stories about Number Nip^ 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children, by Walteb 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. MoYR Smith. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, au. 

Stories from the State Papers. 

By Alex. Charles Ewald, F.S.A., Author of "The Life of Prince 
Charles Stuart," &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24^. 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher's 

Life, By Alexander Strahan. {/» (he press. 
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Crown 8vo, doth eztni, with Illustratioiis, 75. 6d, 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, fix>m the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 240 
Illustrations. Edited by William Honb. 

Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates, 
and House Accommodation. 

Crown 8to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js» 6cU 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels." 

Swinburne's Works : 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 

iiion<iU Fcap. 8vo, 5X. 

Atalanta In Oalydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, U. 

Ohaittelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown ^m, js, 

Poema and Ballada. 

FissT Skries. Fcap. 8vo, 9*. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and BalladB. 

Sbcond Sbubs. Fcap. 8vo, gt. Alio 
in crown 8to^ at same price. 

Notes on *' Poems and Bal- 

lads.** 8to, u. 

William Blake: 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, t6t. 

Bongs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo^ xof . 6d. 



BothweUs 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, izi. 64, 

George Chapman: 

An Essay. (>own 8to, jt. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown Svo, (Sr. 

Sssays and Studies. 

Crown 8vo, lat, 

Erechthens : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s» 

Note of an Snglish Republican 

on the Mosoovite Cnisade. 8vo^ z«. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. 

Crown 8to^ 6t. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8to, Bs, 

Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 

Svo, 6t. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown 8vo, js, 
MR, SIVINBURNE'S NEW DRAMA.-Crown 8vo, cloth extra, P*. 

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy, in Five Acts. By Algernon Charles 

SwiNBURNB. [/« iAg prexs . 

Demy 8vo, doth extra. Illustrated, au. 

Swordj The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With numerous Illustra- 

tions. \^In preparaihm. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with lUusurations, 71. td» 

Byntcix's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and In Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page Illustia. 
tions, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. 
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Four Vols, small 8vo, doth boards, gof . 

Taine's History of EnstUsh Literature. 

TnuislAted by Hbnrt Van Laun. 
%• Also a Po pula r Edition, in Two Vols, crown Svo, c iG th extra, ig i. 

Crown 8to, doth gilt, pioliisdy lUostiated, 6j. 

Tales of Old Thole. 

Collected and Iltastnrtad by J. Mora Smith. 

One V6L crown 8vo, doth extra, 75. 6^. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

" Clancarty," "Jeanne Dare," " Twizt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's 

Revenge," " AiKwxight's Wife," " Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." 

%• The Flays may also he had sepaiatdy, at Is. each. 

Crown Sto, cloth extra, with Colonred Ftontiq;>ieoe and numerons 

niustrations, yj. &^. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. lUostrated by a profusion of Sketdics by 
William Makbpbacb Thacksrat, depicting Humorous Inddents 
in his S^ooUlfe, and Favourite Characters in the booki of his every- 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, facsimiled from 
Mr. Thackeray's Origipal Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illur^oations, 7/. 6tf. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunnino- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Stcd and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, .with numerous lUustratums, 7/. &/. 

Thombnry's (Walter) Hannted London. 

A New Edition, Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerous 
lllustratiops by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6^. 

Timbs' Clnbs and Clnb Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its fiunqps Coffee-houses, Hostdries, and Taverns. 
By John Timbs , F.S .A. with numero us Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. &^. 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Misaons, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentrie 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. E^ John Timbs. 
F.S.A. With nearly so Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, Z4J« 

Torrens' The Marqness Wellesley, 

Architect of &npire. An Historic Portrait. PomUng VoU /• of Pio- 
CoNSUL and Tribune t Wellbslbt and O'Connbll: Historle 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrbns, M.P. In Two Vols. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 9J. 

Tunis : the Land and the People. 

By Ernst von Hbsss-Wartegg. With many fine full-page lUustra- 

tions. [/« the press. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Coloured Illustratioiis, 71. td» 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and feUow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornburt. A New Edition, oon- 
sidemUy Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled 
from Turner's original Drawings, 

T wo Vols., crown 8vo, clot h ext ra, with Map and Ground* Plans, 141. 

Walcott's Church Work and Life in En^^lish 

Minsters; and the English Student's Monasticon. By the Rev. 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, aP. 

Large crown 8vo, doth antique, with Illustzatlons, yj. 6tf, 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler : 

or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse ofjRivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton, with Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 

Nicol as, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

The^Twenty-second Annual Edition, for z88z, doth, full gilt, 50J. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. ^ Edward Walford, M. A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Mairiafi[e, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Famifies, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, 
the C^ces they hold or have held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dresses. Clubs, &a ^ 

Crown 8V0, cloth extra, si. td, per volume. 

Wanderer's Library^ The: 



Merrie England in the Olden 

Time. By Gborgb Daniel. With 
lUustratioiis by Robt. Cruikshank. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

The WildB of London. By 

Jamss Greenwood. 
TavemAneodotes and SaylngB ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connectea with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses. Clubs. &c. 
By Charles Hindlby. With Illusts. 

Oircas Life and Olroua Oelebrl- 

ties. By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Oonjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventuies of a 

Cheap Jack. By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The Story of the London Parks. 

By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 



Low-Life Deeps. An Account 

of the Strange Fisk to be found there. 
By Jambs Greenwood. 

Seven (fenerations of Ezeou- 

tioners: Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to 1847). Edited by 
Henry Sanson. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. 

London Oharacters. By Henry 

Mayhbw. Illustrated. 

The Genial Showman: Life 

and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By E. P. Kingston. Frontispiece. 

Wanderings in Patagonia ; or, 

Life amonji: the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Summer Cruising in the South 

Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. Illustrated by Wallis Mac- 

KAY. 



32 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO 6* WIND US. 
CarefnUy printed oo paper to imitate the Original, aa in. bjr 14 in., a«. 

Warrant to Bzecate Charles I. 

An eaet Facrimile of this important Docoment, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatnrci of the Regiddea. ancl corresponding Seals. * 

Beantifollj printed on paifia to imitate the Original MS., price ar. 

Warrant to Ezecnte Mary Qneen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimne, including the Signatnie of Queen Eliabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

Crown 8vo, doth limp, with nnmerons Illustrations, 41. 6d. 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Force- 
lain : or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hoddes 
M. Wbstropp. l^tb numerous lUnstradons, and a List of Marks. 

Post 8vo, doth limp, ar. 6d, 

What shall my Son be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for thdr 
Sons. By Francis Da yen ant, M.A. • 

^^ Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, u. 

Whistler v. Rnskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistlee. 

A VERY HANDSOME VOLUME.-- Large 4to, doth extra, 311. 6d. 

White Mountains (The Heart of the) : 

Their Legend and Scenery. By Samuel Adams Drake. With 
nearly zoo Illustrations by W. Hamilton Gibson, Author of 
" Pastoral Days." [Nearly ready. 

Crown 8vo, doth limp, with Illustrations, of. 6d, 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat 

By W. Mattieu Willia ms , F.RA.S ., F.CS. 

Small 8vo, doth extra, Illustrated, 6f. 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch : 

A Northern Odd it y. By Evan Daldor ne. Illust.by J. Moyr Smith . 
Crown 8vo, half-bound, laj. 6d, 

Words^ Facts^ and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Outrof-the-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Ittustrations, yj. 6d» 

Wright's Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) W\ih 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Wndow Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 

Large post 8vo, cloth extra, eilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6^. 

Wright's History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque hi Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Pamting. By Thomas 
Wright, F.S.A. Profiisdy Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

I. OGDKM AWD CO., PBINTBRS, t^a. ST. JOHN STRBXT, B.C. 
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